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TO  ' 

My  Efteemed  Friend 

Thomas  Boteler , Efq; 


sir; 


0 V have  a natural  Right  to  this  Piece , 
ftnce^  by  your  Advice^  I attempted  the  Re- 
vival of  it  with  Alterations.  Ndthin^y  but 

J 

the  P ower  of  your  Perfwafion^  and  my  Zeal 
for  all  the  Remains  of  Shakefpear,  cotld  have  wrought 
me  to  fo  bold anVndertakjng.  , I found  that  the  New- 
modelling  of  this  Story  ^ wou'd  force  me  fometimes  on 
the  difficult  Task,  of  making  the  chiefefi  Per  fans  fpeak.', 
femething  like  their  CharaSier  , on  Matter  whereof  I 
had  no  Ground  in  my  Author.  Lear’s  real,  and  Ed- 
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gar’s  pretended  Madnefs  have  fo  much  of  extravagant 
Nature  (^/  k,no^  how  elfe  to  exprefs  it  J oi  cou'd 
never  have  farted  but  from  our  Shakefpear’s  Crea- 
ting Fancy.  The  Images  and  Language  are  fo  odd 
arid  furprizing^  t^tid  yet  fo  agreeable  and  proper.,  that 
whilf  we  grant  that  none  but  Shakefpear  coud  have 
form'd  fuch  Conceptions.,  jet  we  are  fatkfied  that  they 
were  the  only  Things  in  the  World  that  ought  to  be 
faid  on  thofe  Occafions.  I found  the  whole  to  anfwer 
your  Account  of  it.,  a Heap  of  Jewels,  unfir ung  and 
unpolijht  ; yet  fo  dazfing  in  their  Diforder , that  I 
foon  perceivd  I had  fdz^d  a Treafure.  'Twos  my  good 

Fortune  to  light  on  one  Expedient  to  reFlifie  what  was 
wanting  in  the  Regularity  and  Probability  of  the  Talefi 
which  was  to  run  through  the  whole  A Love  betwixt 
- Edgar  and  Cordelia,  that  never  chang'd  word  with 
each  other  in  the  Original.  This  renders  Cordelia’s 
Indifference  and  her  Father's  Pajfion  in  the  Jirfi  Scene 
probable.  It  likewife  gives  Countenance  to  Edgar’s 
Difguife,  making  that  a generous  Hefign  that  was  be- 
fore  a poor  Shift  to  fave  his  Life.  'The  Difirefs  of  the 
Story  is  evidently  heightned  by  it ; and  it  particularly 
gave  Occafion  of  a New  Scene  or  Two  , of  mare  Sue- 
cefs  C p^^ haps  J than  Merit.  This  Method  neceffa- 
rily  threw  me  on  makfing  the  Tale  conclude  in  a , 
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Succefs  to  the  innocent  Jijireji  Perfom  : Othermfe  / 
muji  have  incumbred  the  Stage  mth  dead  Bodies.^  which  ■ 
Conduct  makes  many  Tragedies  conclude  with  unfea^ 
fonable  J'efis,  Tel  was  I Rack}  with  no  fmall  Fears 
for  fo  bold  a Change^  till  / found  it  well  receivd  by 
my  Audience-,  and  if  this  will , not  Jatisfie  the  Reader, 

I can  produce  an  Authority  that  qujfiion- 
left  will.  Neither  is  it  of  fo  Trivial  an  freftothe 
Undertaking  to  make  a Tragedy  end  hap-  Span.Fryar. 
piiy,  for ’tis  more  difficult  to  Save  than  ’tis  to  Kill  : 
The  Dagger  and  Cup  of  Poyfon  are  alwaies  in  Rea- 
dinefs ; but  to  bring  the  Aftion  to  the  lafl:  Extremity, 
and  then  by  probable  Means  to  recover  All,  will  re- 
tire the  Art  and  Judgment  of  a Writer,  and  coft  him 
many  a Pang  in  the  Performance. 

/ havejone  thing  more  to  Apologize  for , which  is , 
that  I have  us'd  lefs  Quaintnefs  of  Exprejfion  even  in' 
the  neweji  Tarts  of  this  Play.  I confefs  hwas  Defign 
in  me,  partly  to  comply  with  my  Author's  Style  to  make 
the  Scenes  of  a Piece,  and  partly  to  give  it  fome  Re- 
femblance  of  the  Time  and  Perfons  here  Reprefented. 
This , Sir  , I fubmit  wholly  to  you  , who  are  both  a 
Judge  and  Mafier  of  Style.  Nature  had  exempted  you  ■ 
before  you  went  Abroad  from  the  Morofe  Saturnine  Hu- 
mour of  our  Country,  and  jou  brought  home  the  Refi- 
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nednefi  of  Travel  without  the  Afe^ation.  Many  Faults 
I fee  in  the  following  Pages  , and  quefiion  net  but  you 
will  difeover  more  ; yet  I will  prefume  fo  far  on  your 
Friendjhipt  ns  to  maKe  the  Whole  aPrefent  to  you,  and 
Subferibe  my  felf 


Your  obliged  Friend 


and  humble  Servant, 

■ V ' ' ♦ 

V - ^ ' "N.  Tate.' 
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PROLOGUE 


Since  hy  Miflakes your  hefi  Del/ghts  are  made, 

(For  evnyour  Wives  can  pleafe  in  Maf^uerade  ) 
'Tivere  worth  our  While  I have  drawn  you  in  this  day 
By  a new  Name  to  our  old  honejl  Flaj ; 

But  he  that  did  this  Evenings  Treat  prepare 
Bluntly  refoFJd  hef  ore-hand  to  declare 
Tour  Entertainment  Jhould  he  moft  old  Fare, 

Tet  hopes,  fince  in  rich  Shakefpear V foil  it  grew, 

^ Twill  relijh  yet  with  thofe  whofe^Tafls  are  True, 

And  his  Ambition  is  to  pleafe  a Few, 

If  then  this  Heap  of  Flowers  fhall  chance  to  wear  - 
Frefh  Beauty  in  the  Order  they  now  hear , 

Evn  this  ShakefpearV  Praife  ; each  Rujlick  knows 
^Mongfl  plenteous  Flowrs  a Garland  to  Compofe, 

Which  Jtrung  hy  his  courfe  Hand  may  fairer  Show, 
But  ^twas  a Powr^Divine  firjl  made  ^em  Grow, 

Why  fhoud  thefe  Scenes  lie  hid,  in  which  we  find 
What  may  at  Once  divert  and  teach  the  Mind  ? 

Morals  were  alwaies  proper  for  the  Stage, 

But  are  ev’n  necejfary  in  this  Age, 

Poets  mujl  take  the  Churches  Teaching  Trade, 

Since  Priejls  their  Province  of  Intrigue  invade  •, 

But  We  the  worfi  in  this  Exchange  have  got, 

In  vain  our  Poets  Preach,  whilft  Church-men  Plot, 
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TRAGEDY. 


A C T I. 

_ Enter  Baftard  Joins. 

Baji.  — ^HOU  Nature  art  my  GoddeG,  to  thy  Law 

M My  Services  are  bound,  why  am  I then 
g Depriv’d  of  a Son’s  Right  becaufe  I came  not 

S In  the  dull  Road  that  cuftom  has  prclcrib’d  ? 

Why  Baftard, wherefore  Baie,when  lean  boaft 
A Mind  as  gen’rous  and  a Shape  as  true 
As  honeft  Madam’s  Iflue  ? why  are  we 
Held  Bafe,  who  in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  Nature 
Take  fiercer  Qualities  than  what  compound 
The  (canted  Births  of  the  (tale  Marriage-bed  ? 

Well  then,  legitimate  Edgar,  to  thy  right 
Of  Law  I will  oppole  a Ballard’s  Cunning. 

Our  Father’s  Love  is  to  the  Baftard  Edmund 
As  to  Legitimate  Edgar  .•  with  fuccefi 
I’ve  practis’d  yet  on  both  their  eafie  Natures : 

Here  comes  the  old  Man  chaf’t  with  th’  Information 
Which  laft  I forg’d  againft  my  Brother  Edgar, 
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A Tale  ib  plaufible,  fo  boldly  utter’d 
And  heightned  by  fuch  lucky  Accidents, 

That  now  the  flighteft  circumftance  confirms  him, 
And  Bafe-born  bdmu»d  fpight  of  Law  inherits. 


EKter  Kent  a?7cl  Glofter, 


Ghjl.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  your  Charity 
O’reflioots  it  felf  to  plead  in  his  behalf  5 
You  are  your  felf  a Father,  and  may  feel 
The  fting  of  difobedience  from  a Son 
Firft-born  and  beft  .Belov 'd  : Oh  Villain  Edgar  ! 

Ke^t.  Be  not  too  rafh,  all  may  be  forgery, 

And  time  yet  clear  the  Duty  of  your  Son. 

Glojl,  Plead  with  the  Seas,  and  reafon  dov/n  the  Winds, 
Yet  fnalt  thou  ne're  convince  me,  I have  feen 
His  foul  Defigns  through  all  a Fathers  fondnefs : 

But  be  this  Light  and  Thou  my  Witneffes 
That  ! dilcard  him  here  from  my  PoflelEons, 

Divorce  him  from  my  Heart,  my  Blood  and  Name. 

Baji,  It  works  as  I cou  d wilh  5 Til  fhew  my  felf. 

Gioji,  Ha  Edmmd  / welcome  Boy  3 O K.ent  (ee  here 
Inverted  Nature,  Glojlers  Shame  and  Glory, 

This  By-born,  the  wild  felly  of  my  Youth, 

Purfues  me  with  all  filial  Offices, 

Whilft  Edgar^  begg’d  of  Heaven  and  born  in  Honour, 
Draws  plagues  on  my  white  head  that  urge  me  ftill 
To  curfe  in  Age  the  pleamre  of  my  Youth. 

Nay  W'eep  not,  Edmmd^  for  thy  Brother’s  crimes  ^ 

O gen’rous  Boy,  thou  fhar’ft  but  half  his  blood, 

Yet  lov'ft  beyond  the  kindnefs  of  a Brother. 

But  ril  reward  thy  Vertue.  Follow  me. 

My  Lord,  you  wait  the  King  who  comes  refolvd 
To  quit  the  Toils  of  Empire,  and  divide 
His  Realms  amongft  his  Daughters,  Heaven  fucceed  it. 
But  much  I fear  the  Change. 

Kent,  I grieve  to  fee  him  . 

With  (iich  wild  fiarts  of  paffion  hourly  feiz’d, 

As  renders  Majefty  beneath  it  felf. 

Gloji.  Alas ! ’tis  the  Infirmity  of  his  Age,  “ 


3 


KING  LEAR. 

Yet  has  his  Temper  ever  been  unfixt, 

Chol’rick  and  fuddain  j hark,  They  approach. 

[Exeunt  Glofter  and  Baft. 

Flourip.  Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Burgundy,  Edgar, 
Goneril,  Regan,  Cordelia,  Edgar  /peaking  to  Cordelia  at 
Entrance. 

Edgar.  Cordelia.,  royal  Fair,  turn  yet  once  more. 

And  e’re  fuccefsfull  Burgundy  receive 
The  trealure  of  thy  Beauties  from  the  King, 

E’re  happy  Burgundy  for  ever  fold  Thee, 

Caft  back  one  pitying  Look  on  wretched  Edgar. 

Cord.  Alas  what  wou’d  the  wretched  Edgar  with 
The  more  Unfortunate  Cordelia  5 
Who  in  obedience  to  a Father’s  will 
Flys  from  her  Edgars  Arms  to  Burgundy’s } 

Lear.  Attend  my  Lords  of  Albany  and  Cornwall 
With  Princely  Burgundy. 

Alb.  We  do,  my  Liege. 

Lear.  Give  me  the  Mapp — know,  Lords,  We  have  divided 
In  Three  our  Kingdom,  having  now  refolved 
To  difeilgage  from  Our  long  Toil  of  State, 

Conferring  All  upon  your  younger  years  5 
You,  Burgundy,  Cornwall  and  Albany 
Long  in  Our  Court  have  made  your  amorous  fojourn 
And  now  are  to  be  anfwer’d — tell  me  my  Daughters 
Which  of  you  Loves  Us  moft,  that  We  may  place 
Our  largeft  Bounty  with  the  largeft  Merit. 

Gonerill,  Our  Eldeft-born,  (peak  firft. 

Gon.  Sir,  I do  love  You  more  than  words  can  utter. 

Beyond  what  can  be  valu’d.  Rich  or  Rare, 

Nor  Liberty,  nor  Sight,  Health,  Fame,  or  Beauty 
Are  half  fo  dear,  my  Life  for  you  were  vile. 

As  much  as  Child  can  love  the  beft  of  Fathers. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  Bounds,  ev’n  from  this  Line  to  this 
With  fhady  Forefts  and  wide-skirted  Meads, 

We  make  Thee  Lady,  to  thine  and  Albany’s  Iffue 
• Be  this  perpetual — What  fays  Our  Second  Daughter  ? 

Reg.  My  Sifter,  Sir,  in  part  expreft  my  Love, 
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For  fuch  as  Hers,  is  mine,  though  more  extended  5 • 

Senfe  has  no  other  Joy  that  I can  relifh, 

1 have  my  All  in  my  dear  Lieges  Love ! 

Lear,  Therefore  to  thee  and  thine  Hereditary 
Remain  this  ample  Third  of  our  fair  Kingdom. 

Cord.  Now  comes  my  Trial,  how  am  f diftreft,  [^Afide. 
That  muft  with  cold  fpeecb  tempt  the  chofrick  King 
Rather  to  leave  me  Dowerlefs,  than  condemn  me 
To  loath’d  Embraces ! 

Lear.  Speak  now  Our  laft,  not  lead  in  Our  dear  Love, 

So  ends  my  Task  of  State, Cordelia  fpeak,  • 

What  canft  Thou  (ay  to  win  a richer  Third 
Than  what  thy  Sifters  gain'd  ? 

Cord.  Now  muft  my  Love  in  words  fall  (hort  of  theirs 
As  much  as  it  exceeds  in  Truth — Nothing  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  Nothing,  (peak  agen. 

Cord.  Unhappy  am  I that  I can't  diftemble. 

Sir,  as  I ought,  I love  your  Majefty, 

No  more  nor  le(s. 

Lear*  Take  heed  Cordelia.^ 

Thy  Fortunes  are  at  ftake,  think  better  on’t 
And  mend  thy  Speech  a little. 

Cord.  O my  Liege, 

You  gave  me  Being,  Bred  me,  dearly  Love  me. 

And  I return  my  Duty  as  I ought. 

Obey  you,  Love  you,  and  moft  Honour  you  ! . ; 

V/hy  have  my  Sifters  Husbands,  if  they  love  you  All 
Happly  when  I (hall  Wed,  the  Lord  whole  Hand 
Shall  take  my  Plight,  will  carry  half  my  Love, 

For  I (hall  never  marry,  like  my  Sifters, 

To  Love  my  Father  All. 

Lear.  And  goes  thy  Heart  with  this  ? 

*Tis  faid  that  I am  CholYick,  judge  me  Gods, 

Is  there  not  caufe  } now  Minion  I perceive  \ 

The  Truth  of  what  has  been  fuggefted  to  Us, 

Thy  Fondnels  for  the  Rebel  Son  of  Glojicr^ 

FaKe  to  his  Father,  as  Thou  art  to  my  Hopes : 

And  oh  take  heed,  ra(h  Girl,  left  We  comply 
With  thy  fond  wifhes,  ‘which  thou  wilt  too  late 
Repent,  for  know  Our  nature  cannot  brook 
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A Child  fb  young  and  fo  Ungentle. 

Cord.  So  young  my  Lord  and  True. 

Lear.  Thy  Truth  then  be  thy  Dow’r, 

For  by  the  (acred  Sun  and  (blemn  Night 
I here  difclaim  all  my  paternal  Care,  ’ 

And  from  this  minute  hold  thee  as  a Stranger 
Both  to  my  Blood  and  Favour. 

Keftt.  This  is  Frenzy. 

Confider,  good  my  Liege 

Lear.  Peace  Kent. 

Come  not  between  a Dragon  and  his  Rage. 

I lov’d  her  moft,  and  in  her  tender  Truft 
Delign’d  to  have  beftow’d  my  Age  at  Ea(e !' 

So  be  my  Grave  my  Peace  as  here  I give 
My  Heart  from  her,  and  with  it  all  my  Wealth  r 
My  Lords  of  Cornwall  and  of  Albany, 

I do  inveft  you  jointly  with  full  Right 
In  this  fair  Third,  Cordelia’s  forfeit  Dow’r. 

Mark  me.  My  Lords,  obferve  Our  laft  Relblve, 

Our  Self  attended  with  an  hundred  Knights 
Will  make  Aboad  with  you  in  monthly  Courle., 

The  Name  alone  of  King  remain  with  me. 

Yours  be  the  Execution  and  Revenues, 

This  is  Our  final  Will,  and  to  confirm  it 
This  Coronet  part  between  you. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I have  ever  honour’d  as  my  King, 

Lov’d  as  my  Father,  as  my  Matter  follow’d, 

And  as  my  Patron  thought  on  in  my  Pray’rs 

Lear.  Away,  the  Bow  is  bent,  make  from  the  Shaft.. 
Kent.  No,  let  it  fall  and  drench  within  my  Heart,. 
Be  Kent  unmannerly  when  Lear  is  mad : 

Thy  youngett  Daughter 

Lear.  On  thy  Life  no  more. 

Kent.  What  wilt  thou  doe,  old  Man  ?. 


Lear,  Out  of  my  fight ! i 

Kent.  See  better  firft.  I 

Lear.  Now  by  the  gods ^ 

Kent.  Now  by  the  gods,  ra(h  Ring,  tbou  fwear’ft  in  vain.  1 

Lear.  Ha  Traytour — ; — ' 


Kent.  Dcsgu 


6 K I N G L £ ^ R. 

Kent.  Do,  kill  thy  Phyfician,  Lear^ 

Strike  through  my  TWat,  yet  with  my  lateft  Breath 
ril  Thunder  in  thine  Ear  my  juft  Complaint, 

And  tell  Thee  to  thy  Face  that  Thou  doft  ill. 

Lear.  Hear  me  rafli  Man,  on  thy  Allegiance  hear  me  5 
Since  thou  haft  ftriv’n  to  make  Us  break  our  Vow 
And  preft  between  our  Sentence  and  our  Pow’r, 

Which  nor  our  Nature  nor  our  Place  can  bear, 

We  banifti  thee  for  ever  from  our  Sight 
And  Kingdom  5 if  when  Three  days  are  expired 
Thy  hated  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions 
That  moment  is  thy  Death  v Away. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well,  King,  fince  thou  art  refolv^d, 
I take  thee  at  thy  word,  and  will  not  ftay 
To  fee  thy  Fall : the  gods  proteft  the  Maid 
That  truly  thinks,  and  has  moft  juftly  (aid. 

Thus  to  new  Climates  my  old  Truth  I bear, 

Friend(hip  lives  Hence,  and  Baniftiment  is  Here.  [Exit. 

Lear.  Now  Burgundy^  you  fee  her  Price  is  fain, 

Yet  if  the  fondnefs  of  your  Paflion  ftill 
Affefts  her  as  (he  ftands,  Dow’rlels,  and  loft 
In  our  Efteem,  ftie*s  yours,  take  her  or  leave  her. 

Burg.  Pardon  me,  Royal  Lear^  I but  demand 
The  Dow’r  your  Self  propos’d,  and  here  I take 
Cordelia  by  the  Hand  Dutcheft  of  Bnrgundy, 

Lear.  Then  leave  her  Sir,  for  by  a Father’s  rage 
I tell  you  all  her  Wealth.  Away. 

Burg.  Then  Sir  be  pleas’d  to  charge  the  breach 
Of  our  Alliance  on  your  own  Will 
Not  my  Inconftancy. 

[Exeunt.  Manent  Edgar  and  Cordelia. 

Edg.  Has  Heaven  then  weigh’d  the  merit  of  my  Love, 

Or  is’t  the  raving  of  my  (ickly  Thought } 

Cou’d  Burgundy  forgoe  fo  rich  a Prize 
And  leave  her  to  defpairing  Edga/s  Arms  ? 

Have  I thy  Hand  Cordelia^  do  I clafp  it, 

The  Hand  that  was  this  minute  to  have  join’d 
My  hated  Rivals  ? do  I kneel  before  thee 
And  offer  at  thy  feet  my  panting  Heart  } 

Smile,  Princefi,  and  convince  me^  for  as  yet' 


I doubt, 
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I doubt,  and  dare  not  truft  the  dazling  Joy. 

Cord,  Some  Comfort  yet  that  'twas  no  vicious  Blot 
That  has  depriv’d  me  of  a Father’s  Grace, 

But  meerly  want  of  that  that  makes  me  rich 
In  wanting  it,  a fmooth  profeffing  Tongue  ; 

0 Sifters,  I am  loth  to  call  your  fault 
As  it  deferves5  but  ufe  our  Father  well. 

And  wrong’d  Cordelia  never  (hall  repine. 

Edg.  O heav’nly  Maid  that  art  thy  lelf  thy  Dow’r, 
Richer  in  Vertue  than  the  Stars  in  Light, 

If  Edgars  humble  fortunes  may  be  grac’t 
With  thy  Acceptance,  at  thy  feet  he  lays  ’em. 

Ha  my  Cordelia  I doft  thou  turn  away  ? 

What  have  I done  t’offend  T hee  ? 

Cord.  Talk’t  of  Love. 

Edg.  Then  I’ve  offended  oft,  Cordelia  too 
Has  oft  permitted  me  fo  to  offend. 

Cord.  When,  Edgar,  I permitted  your  Addreffes, 

1 was  the  darling  Daughter  of  a King, 

Nor  can  I now  forget  my  royal  Birth, 

And  live  dependent  on  my  Lover’s  Fortune. 

I cannot  to  fo  low  a fate  lubmit. 

And  therefore  ftudy  to  forget  your  PafBon, 

And  trouble  me  upon  this  Theam  no  more. 

Edg.  Thus  Ma^efty  takes  moft  State  in  Diftrels  ! 

How  are  we  toft  on  Fortune’s  fickle  flood ! 

The  Wave  that  with  furprifing  kindnefs  brought 
The  dear  Wreck  to  my  Arms,  has  fnatcht  it  back, 

And  left  me  mourning  on  the  barren  Shore. 

Cord,  This  Bafeneft  of  th’  ignoble  Burgundy 
Draws  juft  fiilpicion  on  the  Race  of  Men, 

His  Love  was  Int’reft,  fo  may  Edgars  be 
And  He  but  with  more  Complement  diffemble  5 
If  fo,  I (hall  oblige  him  by  Denying : 

But  if  his  Love  be  fixt,  fuch  Conftant  flame 
As  warms  our  Breafts,  if  foch  I find  his  Paffion, 

My  Heart  as  grateful!  to  his  Truth  (hall  be. 

And  Cold  Cordelia  prove  as  Kind  as  He.  [Exit. 

Enter  Baftard  hajiilj. 

Baji.  Brother,  I’ve  found  you  in  a lucky  minute. 
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Fly  and  be  fafe,  fome  Villain  has  incens’d 
Our  Father  againft  your  Life. 

Edg.  Diftreft  Cordelia  ! but  oh  ! more  Cruel  ! 

Bafl,  Hear  me  Sir,  your  Life,  your  Life’s  in  Danger. 

Edg,  A Relblve  fo  (udden 
And  of  fuch  black  Importance  ! 

Baji,  Twas  not  (udden. 

Some  Villain  has  of  long  time  laid  the  Train. 

Edg,  And  yet  perhaps  ’twas  but  pretended  Coldnefi, 

To  try  how  far  my  paffion  would  purfue. 

BaJi,  He  hears  me  not  5 wake,  wake  Sir. 

Edg,  Say  ye  Brother  ? — 

No  Tears  good  Edmund^  if  thou  bringft  me  tidings 
To  ftrike  me  dead,  for  Charity  delay  not, 

That  prefent  will  befit  (b  kind  a Hand. 

Baji,  Your  danger  Sir  comes  on  fo  fa(t 
That  I want  time  t’inform  you,  but  retire 
Whilft  I take  care  to  turn  the  preffing  Stream. 

O gods ! for  Heav’ns  (ake  Sir.  . 

Edg,  Pardon  me  Sir,  a (erious  Thought 
Had  (eiz’d  me,  but  I think  you  talkt  of  danger 
And  wiftit  me  to  Retire  5 muft  all  our  Vows 
End  thus ! — Friend  I obey  you — O Cordelia  ! [ Exit, 

. Baji.  Ha  ! ha ! fond  Man,  fuch  credulous  Honefty 
LeflTens  the  Glory  of  my  Artifice, 

His  Nature  is  (b  far  from  doing  wrongs 

That  he  (ufpefts  none  : if  this  Letter  (peed 

And  pafs  for  Edgars^  as  himfelf woud  own 

The  Counterfeit  but  for  the  foul  Contents,  ^ 

Then  ray  defigns  are  perfeft — here  comes  Glojler. 

[_E»ter  Glofter. 

Gloji.  Stay  Edmund^  turn,  what  paper  were  you  reading  } 
Baji.  A Trifle  Sir, 

Gloji,  What  needed  then  that  terrible  dilpatch  of  it 
Into  your  Pocket,  come  produce  it  Sir. 

B.iji.  A Letter  from  my  Brother  Sir,  I had 
Jufl  broke  the  Seal  but  knew  not  the  Contents, 

Yet  fearing  they  might  prove  to  blame 
Endeavour’d  to  conceal  it  from  your  fight. 

Gloji,  Tis  Edgars  Charafter,  [^Reads, 

. , This 


This  Policy  of  Fathers  is  intoUerahle  that  l^eeps  our  Fortunes 
from  us  till  Age  will  not  Jujfer  us  to  enjoy  'em  5 1 am  weary 
of  the  Tyranny  : Come  to  me  that  of  this  I may  fpeak^  more: 
if  our  Father  would  fleep  till  I wal(t  him^  you  Jhou  d enjoy 
half  his  Pojf'jjions^  and  live  beloved  of  your  Brother 

Edgar. 

Slept  till  I wake  him,  you  fliou’d  enjoy 
Half  his  poffeffions — Edgar  to  write  this 
’Gainft  his  indulgent  Father ! Death  and  Hell ! 

Fly,  Edmund^  feek  him  out,  wind  me  into  him 
That  I may  bite  the  Traytor*s  heart,  and  fold 
His  bleeding  Entrals  on  my  vengefull  .Arm. 

Bafi.  Perhaps  ’twas  writ,  my  Lord,  to  prove  my  Vertue. 

Gloji.  Thefe  late  Eclipfcs  of  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Can  bode  no  left  3 Love  cools,  and  friendftiip  fails, 

In  Cities  mutiny,  in  Countrys  difcord, 

The  bond  of  Nature  crack’t  'twixt  Son  and  Father : 

Find  out  the  Villain,  do  it  carefully 

And  it  (hall  lo(e  thee  nothing.  {Exit. 

Baji.  So,  now  my  projeft’s  firm,  but  to  make  fure 
ril  throw  in  one  proof  more  and  that  a bold  one  5 
ril  place  old  Glojier  where  he  (hall  o’re-hear  us 
Confer  of  this  defign,  whilft  to  his  thinking, 

Deluded  Edgar  (hall  accufe  himlelfi 

Be  Honelty  my  Inf  reft  and  I can 

Be  honeft  too,  and  what  Saint  fo  Divine 

That  will  fucceftfull  Villany  decline  ! [Exit. 

Enter  Kent  dijguud. 

Kent.  Now  baniiht  Kent.,  if  thou  canft  pay  thy  duty 
In  this  di(gui(e  where  thou  doft  (land  condemn’d. 

Thy  Mafter  Lear  (hall  find  thee  full  of  Labours. 

Enter  Lear  attended. 

Lear.  In  there,  and  tell  our  Daughter  we  are  here 
Now  5 What  art  Thou 

Kent.  A Man,  Sir. 
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Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefi,  or  vvou’dft  with  us  ? 

Kent.  I do  profefs  to  be  no  le(s  then  I feem,  ^o  (erve  him 
truly  that  puts  me  in  Truft,  to  love  him  that’s  Honeft,  to  con- 
verfe  with  him  that’s  wife  and  fpeaks  little,  to  fight  when  I can’t 
choofe  5 and  to  eat  no  Fi(h. 

Lear.  1 fay,  what  art  Thou  ? 

Kent.  A very  honeft-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the  King. 

Lear.  Then  art  thou  poor  indeed—  What  can’ft  thou  do  > 

Kent.  I can  keep  honeft  Counfel,  marr-a  curious  Tale  in  the 
telling,  deliver  a plain  Meflage  bluntly,  that  which  ordinary 
Men  are  fit  for  I am  qualify ’d  in,  and  the  befl:  of  me  is  Dili- 
gence. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  (halt  ferve  me. 

Enter  one  ofGonQxWVs  Gentlemen. 

Now  Sir } 

Gent.  Sir — [_Exit  5 Kent  runs  after  him. 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  } Call  the  Clatpole  back. 

Att.  My  Lord,  I know  nor,  but  methinks  your  Highnefs  is 
entertain’d  with  flender  Ceremony. 

Servant.  He  feys,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  Slave  back  when  I call’d  him  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord,  he  anfwer’d  me  i’th’  furlie(t  manner, 

That  he  wou  d not. 

Re-enter  Gentleman  brought  in  by  Kent. 

Lear.  I hope  our  Daughter  did  not  fo  inftruft  him : 

Now,  who  am  I Sir? 

Gent.  My  Ladies  Father. 

Lear.  My  Lord’s  Knave \^Strikes  him. 

[Gonerill  the  Entrance. 

Gent,  ril  not  be  firuck  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  thou  vile  Civet- box. 

[Stri/{es  up  his  heels.  . 

Gon.  By  Day  and  Night  this  is  infeifferable, 

I will  not  bear  it. 

Lear.  Now,  Daughter,  why  that  frontlet  on  ? 

Speak,  do’s  that  Frown  become  our  Prefence?  . 

Gan.  Sir^ 


KING  LEAR.  II 

Gof7.  Sir,  this  licentious  Inlblence  of  your  Servants 
Is  moft  unfeemly,  hourly  they  break  out 
In  quarrels  bred  by  their  unbounded  Riots, 

I had  fair  hope  by  making  this  known  to  you 
T’have  had  a quick  Redrels,  but  find  too  late 
That  you  proteft  and  countenance  their  out- rage  5 
And  therefore,  Sir,  I take  this  freedom,  which 
Neceffity  makes  Dilcreet. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter  ? 

Gon.  Come,  Sir,  let  me  entreat  you  to  make  ufo 
Of  your  difcretion,  and  put  off  betimes 
This  Difpofition  that  of  late  transforms  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Lear.  Do’s  any  here  know  me  ? why  this  is  not  Lear. 

Do’s  Lear  walk  thus  ? fpeak  thus  j*  where  are  his  Eyes  ? 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I am  } 

Gon.  Come,  Sir,  this  Admiration’s  much  o’th’  favour 
Of  other  your  new  humours,  I befeech  you 
To  undeftand  my  purpofes  aright  5 
As  you  are  old,  you  Ihou’d  be  ftaid  and  wife. 

Here  do  you  keep  an  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 

Men  fo  debaucht  and  bold  that  this  our  Palace 
Shews  like  a riotous  Inn,  a Tavern,  Brothel  5 
Be  then  advifed  by  her  that  elfe  will  take 
The  fhe  beggs,  to  leffen  your  Attendance, 

Take  half  a way,  and  fee  that  the  remainder 
Be  fuch  as  may  befit  your  Age,  and  know 
Themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  Devils  1 
Saddle  my  Horfes,  call  my  Trafn  together. 

Degenerate  Viper,  I’ll  not  ftay  with  "Thee  5 
I yet  have  left  a Daughter — Serpent,  Monfter, 

Leffen  my  Train,  and  call  ’em  riotous? 

All  men  approv’d  of  choice  and  rareft  Parts, 

That  each  particular  of  duty  know — 

How  fmall,  Cordelia,  was  thy  Fault?  O Lear, 

Beat  at  this  Gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in. 

And  thy  dear  Judgment  out  5 Go,  go,  my  People. 

[Going  off  meets  Albany  entring. 

Ingratefull  Duke,  was  this  your  will  ? 

C 2 Alb,  What, 
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AIL  What  Sir  ? 

Lear.  Death  ! fifty  of  my  Followers  at  a clap  I 

AIL  The  matter  Madam  ? 

Go?7.  Never  afflift  your  felf  to  know  the  Caufe, 

But  give  his  Dotage  way. 

Lear.  Blafts  upon  thee, 

Th’  untented  woundings  of  a Father's  Curfe 
Pierce  ev’ry  Senfe  about  Thee  5 old  fond  Eyes  ' 

Lament  this  Caufe  again.  Til  pluck  ye  out 
And  caft  ye  with  the  Waters  that  ye  lofe 
To  temper  Clay — No,  Gorgon,  thou  (halt  find: 

That-ril  refume  the  Shape  which  thou  dofr'think 
1 have  caft  off  for  ever. 

Gon.  Mark  ye  thato. 

Lear.  Hear  Nature  ! 

Dear  Goddels  hear,  and  if  thou  doft  intend 

To  make  that  Creature  fruitful),  change  thy  purpofe  3 

Pronounce  upon  her  Womb  the  barren  Curie, 

That  from  her  blafted  Body  never  fpring 
A Babe  to  honour  her — but  if  (he  muft  bring  forth. 

Defeat  her  Joy  with  (brae  diftorted  Birth, 

Or  monftrous  Form^  the  Prodigy  o’th*  Time, 

And  fb  perverfe  of  fpirit,  that  it  may  Live 
Her  Torment  as  'twas  Born,  to  fret  her  Cheeks 
With  conftant  Tears,  and  wrinkle  her  young  Brow*, 

Turn  all  her  Mothers  Pains  to  Shame  and  Scorn, 

That  (he  may  curfe  her  Crime  too  late,  and  feel 

How  (harper  than  a Serpent’s  Tooth  it  is 

To  have  a Thanklefs  Child  ! Away,  away.  [_ExH  cum  fuk. 

Gon.  Frefuming  thus  upon  his  numerous  Train 
He  thinks  to  play  the  Tyrant  here,  and  hold 
Our  Lives  at  vuill. 

AIL  Well,  you  may  bear  too  far. 


End  of  the  Fhfi  AU. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  Glofters  Houfe. 

E^ter  Baftard. 

Bajl,  ^1  E Duke  comes  here  to  night,  HI  take  advantage 
X of  his  Arrival  to  compleat  my  projeft, 

Brother. a Word,  come  forth,  'tis  I your  Friend,  Edgar. 

My  Father  watches  for  you,  fly  this  place, 

Intelligence  is  giv*n  where  you  are  hid, 

Take  the  advantage  of  the  Night,  bethink  ye 
Have  not  fpoke  againft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall 
Something  might  fliew  you  a favourer  of 
Duke  Albany^  Party  ? ' • 

Edg.  Nothing,  why  ask  you  ? 

Baji,  Eecaule  he’s  coming  here  to  Night  in  hafte 
And  Regan  with  him — heark  ! the  Guards,  Away. 

Ed,  Let  em  come  on.  Til  ftay  and  clear  my  fel£ 

Bajl.  Your  Innocence  at  leifure  may  be  heard,  - 
But  Glojiers  ftorming  Rage  as  yet  is  deaf, 

And  you  may  perilh  e re  allow’d  the  hearing.  Edgar. 

Glojier  comes  yonder : now  to  my  feign’d  fcufRe — 

Yield,  come  before  my  Father!  Lights  here,  Lights! 

Some  Blood  drawn  on  me  wou’d  beget  opinion  {Stabs  hts  Arm. 
Of  our  more  fierce  Encounter — I havefeen 
Drunkards  do  more  than  this  in  fport.  j Enter  Glofter 

Glojl.  Now,  where’s  the  Tray  tour  ? land  Servants. 

Baji.  ' Th^t  Name,  Sir,' 

Strikes  Horrour  through  me,  but  my  Brother,  Sir,. 

Stood  here  i’th’  Dark. 

Gloji.  Thou  bleed’ft,  purfiie  the  Villain 
And  bring  him  piece-meal  to  me. 

Bajl.  Sir,  he’s  fled^ 

Gloji,  Let  him  fly  far,  this  Kingdom  fliall  not  hide  him  : ' 

The 
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The  noble  Duke,  my  Patron,  comes  to  Night, 

.By  his  Authority  I will  proclaim 
Rewards  for  him  that  brings  him  to  the  Stake,  - 
And  Death  for  the  Concealer. 

Then  of  my  Lands,  loyal  and  natural  Boy, 

ril  work  the  means  to  make  thee  capable.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Kent  (dijgttisd  fiill)  and  Gonetil’/  Gentleman.,  feve- 
rally. 

Gent.  Good  morrow  Friend,  belong’ft  thou  to  this  Houfe  > 

Kent.  Ask  them  will  anfwer  thee. 

Gent.  Where  may  we  let  our  Horles  ? 

Kent.  Tth’  Mire. 

Gent.  I am  in  hafte,  prethee  an’  thou  lov’ft  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I love  thee  not. 

Gent.  Why  then  I care  not  for  Thee. 

Kent.  An’  I had  thee  in  Lipsbury  Pinfold,  I’d  make  thee  care 
for  me. 

Gent.  What  doll  thou  mean  ? I know  thee  not. 

Kent.  But,  Minion,  I know  Thee. 

Gent.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  Fora  bale,  proud,  beggarly,  white-liver’d,  Glals-gazing, 
fuperlerviceable  finical  Rogue  j one  that  wou’d  be  a Pimp  in 
way  of  good  Service,  and  art  nothing  but  a compofition  of 
Knave,  Beggar,  Coward,  Pandar 

Gent.  What  a monftrous  Fellow  art  thou  to  rail  at  one  that 
is  neither  known  of  thee  nor  knows  thee  ? 

Kent.  Impudent  Slave,  not  know  me,  who  but  two  days 
fince  tript  up  thy  heels  before  the  King : draw,  Milcreant,  or  I’ll 
make  the  Moon  Ihine  through  thee. 

Gent.  What  means  the  Fellow? — Why  prethee,  prethee 5 
I tell  thee  I have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  I know  your  Roguelhip’s  Office,  you  come  with  Letters 
againft  the  King,  taking  my  young  Lady  Vanity’s  part  againft 
her  royal  Father ; draw  Rafcal. 

Gent.  Murther,  murther,  help  Ho  ! 

Kent.  Doft  thou  Icream  Peacock,  ftrike  Puppet,  ftand  dappar 
Slave. 

Gent.  Help  Hea’  I Murther,  help.  [Exit.  Kent  after  him. 

Flourijh. 
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Flourijh.  Enter  DhI^  e^/Cornwal,  Regan,  attended^  Glofter, 
Baftard. 

Gloji.  All  Welcome  to  your  Graces,  you  do  me  honoui. 
Du/{e.  Glojler  w ave  heard  with  forrow  that  your  Life 
Has  been  attempted  by  your  impious  Son, 

But  Edmnnd  here  has  paid  you  ftrifteft  Duty. 

Gloji,  He  did  betray  his  Pradice,  and  receiv’d 
The  Hurt  you  fee,  driving  to  apprehend  him.. 

Dnke,  Is  He  purfu  d ? 

Gloji,  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Reg,  life  our  Authority  to  apprehend 
The  Traytour  and  do  Juftice  on  his  Head  3 
For  you,  Edmund^  that  have  fb  fignalizd 
Your  Vertue,  you  from  henceforth  (hall  be  ours  3 
Natures  of  fuch  firm  Truft  we  much  (hall  need. 

A charming  Youth  and  worth  my  further  Thought.  [^Afide/. 

Dul^e,  Lay  comforts,  Glojier^  to  your  Bread, 

As  we  to  ours,  This  Night  be  fpent  in  Revels, 

We  choofe  you,  Glojier^  for  our  Hod  to  Night, 

A troublefbme  expredion  of  our  Love. 

On,  to  the  Sports  before  us — who  are  Thefe  ? 

Enter  the  Gentleman  purjud  by  Kent. 

Gloji,  Now,  what  s the  matter  } 

Duke,  Keep  peace  upon  your  Lives,  he  dies  that  drikes. 
Whence  and  what  are  ye  ? 

Att,  Sir,  they  are  Meflfengers,  the  one  from  your  Sider, . 
The  other  from  the  King. 

Dukg,  Your  Difference  ? (peak. 

Gent,  I’m  (carce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  bedirr’d  your  Valoun 
^ Nature  difelairas  the  Dadard,  a Taylor  made  him. 

Dnke,  Speak  yet,  how  grev/ your  Quarrel  > 

Gent,  Sir  this  old  Ruffian  here,  who(e  Life  I fpar’d 
In.  pity  to  his  Beard. 

Kent.  Thou  EflTence  Bottle  ] ' 

In  pity  to  my  Beard  ? ~ Your  leave,  my  Lord, 

And  ‘ 
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And  I will  tread  the  Mu(s-cat  into  Mortar. 

Know’ft  thou  our  Prefence  ? 

Ketit.  Yes,  Sir,  but  Anger  has  a Privilege. 

Dfike.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent,  That  fech  a Slave  as  this  fliou’d  wear  a Sword 
And  have  no  Courage,  Office  and  no  Honefty, 

Not  Frofc  and  Fire  hold  more  Antipathy 
Than  I and  fuch  a Knave. 

Glojl,  Why  doft  thou  call  him  Knave  > 

Kent,  His  Countenance  likes  me  not. 

No  more  perhaps  does  Mine,  nor  His  or  Hers. 
Kent,  Plain-dealing  is  my  Trade,  and  to  be  plain,  Sir, 

I have  feen  better  Facesdn  my  time 
Than  (lands  on  any  Shoulders  now  before  me. 

Reg.  This  is  (bme  Fellow  that  having  once  been,prais*d, 
For  Bluntneis,  fince  affeds  a fiwcyvRudenefi, 

But  I have  known  one  of  thefe  furly  Knaves 
That  in  his  Plainnefs  harbour’d  more  Deffgn 
Than  twenty  cringing  complementing  Minions. 

Duke.  What  s the  offence  you  gave  him? 

Gent,  Never  any,  Sir. 

It  pleas’d  the  King  his  Matter  lately 
To  ttrike  me  on  a flender  mifconttruftion, 

Whiltt  watching  his  Advantage  this  old  Lurcher 
Tript  me  behind,  for  which  the  King  extold  him  5 
And,  fluftit  with  th’  honour  of  this  bold  exploit, 

Drew  on  me  here  agen. 

Dukg.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  we’ll  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir  Tm  too  old  to  learn  5 
Call  not  the  Stocks  for  me,  I ferve  the  King, 

-On  whofe  Employment  1 was  fent  to  you, 

You’ll  ftiew  too  (mall  Relpeif,  and  too  bold  Malice 
Againft  the  Perfon  of  my  royal  Matter, 

Stocking  his  Meflenger. 

Dubg.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  as  I have  Life  and  Honour, 
There  (hall  he  fit  till  Noon. 

Reg.  Till  Noon,  my  Lord?  till  Night,  and  all  Night  too. 
Kent.  Why,  Madam,  if  I were  your  Father’s  Dog 
You  wou’d  not  ufe,  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave  I will. 


Glofi.  Let 
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Glojl,  Let  me  befeech  your  Graces  to  forbear  him, 

His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  Mafter 
Will  check  him  for’t,  but  needs  muft  take  it  ill 
To  be  thus  flighted:  in  his  Meflenger. 

Duke.  Wee'l  anfwer  that  3 
Our  Sifter  may  receive  it  worfe  to  have 
Her  Gentleman  aflaulted : to  our  bufinefi  lead. 

Glofl.  I am  forty  for  thee,  Friend,  ’tis  the  Duke  s pleafure 
Whofe  Difpofition  will  not  be  controlfd, 

But  ril  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray  do  not.  Sir — 

I have  watcht  and  travelled  hard, 

Sonie  time  I (hall  fleep  out,  the  reft  Til  whiftle : 

Fare- well  t ye,  Sir.  [ Ex. Glojl. 

All  weary  and  o’re- watcht, 

I feel  the  drowzy  Gueft  fteal  on  me  3 take  ^ 

Advantage  heavy  Eyes  of  this  kind  Slumber,  - 

Not  to  behold  this  vile  and  flaamefull  Lodging*  [ Sleeps. 

Enter  Edgzx. 

Edg.  I heard  my  felf  proclaim’d. 

And  by  the  friendly  Hollow  of  a Tree  . 

Efcapt  the  Hunt,  no  Port  is  free,  no  place 
Where  Guards  and  moft  unulual  Vigilance 
Do  not  attend  to  take  me — how  eafie  now 
’Twere  to  defeat  the  malice  of  ray  Trale, 

And  leave  my  Griefs  on  my  Swords  reeking  point 3 
But  Love  detains  me  from  Death’s  peacefull  Cell, 

Still  whifperingme  Cordelia  s in 
Unkinde  as  (he  is  I cannot  fee  her  wretched. 

But  muft  be  neer  to  wait  upon  her  Fortune. 

Who  knows  but  the  white  minute  yet  may  come 
^ When  Edgar  may  do  fcrvice  to  Cordelia, 

That  charming  Hope  ftill  ties  me  to  the  Oar 
Of  painfull  Life,  and  makes  me  too,  fubmit 
To  th’  humbleft  fliifts  to  keep  that  Life  a foot  3 
My  Face  I will  befmear  and  knit  my  Locks, 

The  Country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  Beggars,  who  with  roaring  Voices 

D Strike 
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Strike  in  their  numm’d  and  mortify’d  bar^ Arms 
Pins,  Iron-fpikes,  Thorns,  fprigs  of  Rofemary, 

And  thus  from  Sheep-coats  Villages  and  Mills, 

Sometimes  with  Prayers,  fometimes  with  Lunatick  Banns 

Enforce  their  Charity,  poor  Tyrligod^  poor  Tom 

That’s  fomething  yet,  amno  more.  [Exit 

Kent  m the  Stocks  Jlill  3 Enter  Lear  attended. 

Lear.  Tis  ftrange  that  they  (hou’d  fo  depart  from  home 
And  not  (end  bacK  our  Meffenger. 

Kent.  Hail,  noble  Mafter. 

Lear.  How?  mak’ft  thou  this  Shame  thy  Pafti  me? 

What’s  he  that  hasfo  much  miftook  thy  Place 
To  (et  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  He  and  She,  Sir,  your  Son  and  Daughter. 
Lear.  No.  Kent:  Yes:  Lean  No  I (ay.  : I (ay  yea 

Lear.  By  Jupiter  I fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno  I fwear,  I fwear  I. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do’t 

They  cou’d  not,  wou’d  not  do’t,  *tis  worfe  then  Murder 
To  doe  upon  Relpefl:  (uch  violent  out-rage. 

Refblve  me  with  all  modefl:  hafte  which  way 
Thou  mayft  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  ulage  > 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  Home 
I did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them, 

E er  I was  Ris  n,  arriv’d  another  Poft  » 

Steer’d  in  his  hafte,  breathlefs  and  panting  forth 
From  Goner i/IhXs  Miftrels  Salutations, 

Whole  Meffage  being  deliver’d,'  they  took  Horfe, 

Commanding  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  lei(ure  of  their  Anfwer  3 which  I did. 

But  meeting  that  other  Meffenger 

Whofe  welcome  I perceiv^  had  poifon’d  mine. 

Being  the  very  F ellow  that  of  late 

Had  (hew’n  fuch  rudenefs  to  your  Highnefs,  I 

Having  more  Man  than  Wit  about  me.  Drew, 

On  which  he  rais’d  theHoufe  with  Coward  cries: 

This  was  the  Trefpafs  which  your  Son  and  Daughter 
Thought  worth  the  lhame-youfee  it  fuflfer  here.. 


Lear. 


Lear.  Oh ! how  this  Spleen  fwells  upward  to  my  Heart 

And  heaves  for  paflage down  thou  diming  Rage 

Thy  Element’s  below ; where  is  this  Daughter  ? 

Kent.  Within,  Sir,  at  a Malque. 


Deny  to  (peak  with  me  ? th’are  fick,  th’are  weary. 

They  have  travell’d  hard  to  Night meet  fetches  5 

Bring  me  a better  Anfwer. 

Glofl.  My  dear  Lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  Quality  of  the  Duke 

Lear.  Vengeance!  Death,  Plague,  Confufion, 

Fiery  ? what  Quality why  Glojler,  Glofter, 

■ I’d  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwal  and  his  Wife. 

Ghfi.  I have  inform’d  ’em  fb. 

Lear.  Inform’d ’em  I doft  thou  underftand  me,  Man, 

I tell  thee  Glojler ■’ 

Glojl.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The  King  wou’d  fpeak  with  Cornwal,  the  dear  Father 
Wou’d  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,  commands  her  Service. 

Are  they  inform’d  of  this  ? my  Breath  and  Blood ! 

Fiery  ! the  fiery  Duke ! tell  the  hot  Duke 

No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well : 

Infirmity  do’s  ftill  negleft  all  Office  5 

I beg  his  Pardon,  and  I’ll  chide  my  Rafhnefi 

That  took  the  indifpos’d  and  fickly  Fit 

For  the  found  Man — but  wherefore  fits  he  there  ? 

Death  on  my  State,  this  Aft  convinces  me 
That  this  Retirednefs  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  plain  Contempt  5 give  me  my  Servant  forth. 

Go  tell  the  Duke  and’s  Wife  I’d  fpeak  with  ’em. 

Now,  inftantly,  bid  ’em  come  forth  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  Chamber  door  I’ll  beat  the  Drum 
" Till  it  cry  fleep  to  Death 


Enter  Glofter. 


Lear.  Now  Glojler  t ha  ! 


Enter  Cornwall  and  Regan. 


Oh  ! are  ye  come  ? 
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Duke.  Health  to  the  King. 

Reg.  I am  glad  to  (ee  your  Highnefi. 

Lear.  Regan^  I think  you  are,  I know  what  caufe 
I have  to  think  fo  5 ftioud’ft  thou  not  be  glad 
I wou’d  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother’s  Tomb  ? 
Beloved  Regan.,  thou  wilt  fhake  to  hear 
What  I (hall  utter:  Thou  coua  ft  ne’r ha’ thought  it, 


Ingratitude  like  keen  Vulture  here, 

I fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thee. 

Reg.  I pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience  ^ I have  hope 
That  you  know  le(i  to  value  her  Delert, 

Then  fhe  to  flack  her  Duty. 

Lear.  Ha  ! how’s  that? 

Reg.  I cannot  think  my  Sifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  in  her  refpefis,  but  if  perchance 
She  has  reftrain’d  the  Riots  of  your  Followers 
Tis  on  fuch  Grounds,  and  to  luch  wholfome  Ends 
As  clears  her  from  all  Blame, 

Lear.  My  Curfes  on  her. 

Reg.  O Sir,  you  are  old 
And  ftiou’d  content  you  to  be  rul’d  and  led 
By  fome  dilcretion  that  dilcerns  your  State 
Better  than  you  your  felf,  therefore,  Sir, 

5^eturnto  our  Sifter,  and  fay  you  have  wrong’d  her. 

Lear.  Ha  ! ask  her  Forgivenefs  ? 

No,  no,  ’twas  my  miftake  thou  didft  not  mean  fbj 
Dear  Daughter,  I confefi  that  I am  old  5 ! 

Age  is  unnecefi’ary,  but  thou  art  good,  ' ~ 

And  wiltdifpenft  with  my  Infirmity. 

Reg.  Good  5ir,  no  more  of  theft  unfightly  pafGons 
Return  back  to  our  Sifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan.,  ' ^ 

She  has  abated  me  of  half  of  my  Train, 

Lookt  black  upon  me,  ftabb’d  me  with  her  Tongue  5- 
All  the  ftor’d  Vengeances  ofHeav’nfall 
On  her  Ingratefull  Head  5 ftrike  her  young  Bones 
Ye  taking  Ayrs  with  Lamenefi.  < 

Reg.  O the  bleft  Gods ! Thus  will  you  wilh  on  me 
When  the.  rafh  mood 


Thy  Sifter’s  naught,  O Regan.,  fhe  has  ty’d 
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Lear.  No,  Regan,  Thou  (halt  never  have  my  Curfe, 
Thy  tender  Nature  cannot  give  thee  o'le 
To  fuch  Impiety  5 Thou  better  know’ft 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  bond  of  Child-hood, 

And  dues  of  Gratitude  : Thou  bear’d  in  mind 
The  halfo’th’  Kingdom  which  our  love  conferred 
On  thee  and  thine. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  toth’  purpofe. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  Man  i*th*  Stocks  ? 

Duke.  What  Trumpet’s  that  ? 

Reg.  1 know't,  my  Sifter  s,  this  confirms  her  Letters. 
Sir,  is  your  Lady  come  ? 

Enter  Gonerlllj  Gentleman, 

Lear.  More  Torture  ftill  ? 

This  is  a Slave  whofe  eafie  borrow’d  pride 
n wells  in  the  fickle  Grace  of  her  he  follows  5 " 
i\  f aihion-fop  that  (pends  the  day  in  Drefting, 

And  all  to  bear  his  Ladie  s flatt’ring  Meffage, 

That  can  deliver  with  a Grace  her  Lie, 

And  with  as  bold  a face  bring  back  a greater. 

Out  Varlet  from  my  fight. 

Duke.  What  means  your  Grace  ?• 

Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  Servant?  I have  hope 

Thou  didft  not  know  it. 

Enter 

Who  comes  here ! oh  Heavens  ! 

If  you  do  love  Old  men,  if  yourfweet  fway 
Allow  Obedience  5 if  your  felves  are  Old, 

Make  it  your  Caufe,  (end  down  and  take  my  part  3 
Why,  Gorgon,  doft  thou  come  to  haunt  me  here? 

Art  not  afham’d  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 

Darkne(s  upon  my  Eyes  they  play  me  fal(e, 

O Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  Hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th’  Hand,  Sir,  how  have  I offended? 
Alls  not  Offence  that  indilcretion  finds, , 

And  Dotage  terms  fa. ' . 


■ Lear. 
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Lear.  Heart  thou  art  too  tough. 

Reg.  I pray  you,  Sir,  being  old  confefiyou  are  fo, 

If  till  the  expiration  of  your  Month 

You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  your  Sifter, 

Difmiffing  half  your  Train,  come  then  tome, 

I am  now  from  Home,  and  out  of  that  Provifion 
That  fliall  be  needfull  for  your  Entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  with  her  and  fifty  Knights  difinift  } 

No,  rather  I’ll  forfwear  all  Roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  Companion  to  the  Midnight  Wol^ 

My  naked  Head  expos’d  to  th’  mercilefi  Air 
Then  have  my  finalleft  wants  fuppli’d  by  her. 

Gon.  At  your  choice.  Sir. 

Lear.  Now  I prithee  Daughter  do  riot  make  me  mad  j 
I will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child,  farewell, 

Wee’lmeet  no  more,  no  more  fee  one  another  5 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I do  not  call  it, 

I do  not  bid  the  Thunder-bearerftrike, 

Nor  tell  Tales  of  thee  to  avenging  Heav’n ; 

Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifiire, 

I can  be  patient,  I can  ftay  with  Regan, 

I, and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Your  Pardon,  Sir. 

I lookt  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  now  ? 

Reg.  My  Sifter  treats  you  fair  5 what  fifty  Followers 
Is  it  not  well  ? whatftiou’d  you  need  of  more? 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  Attendance 
From  thofe  whom  (he  calls  Servants,  or  from  mine? 

/ Reg.  Why  not,- my  Lord  ? if  then  they  chance  to  fla«k  you 

We  cou’d  control!  ’em if  you  come  to  me. 

For  now  Ifte  the  Danger,  I entreat  you 
To  bring  but  Five  and  Twenty  5 to  no  more 
Will  I give  place. 

Lear.  Hold  now  my  Temper,  ftand  this  bolt  unmov’d 
And  I am  Thunder-proof , 

The  wicked  when  compar’d  with  the  more  wicked 
Seem  beautifull,  and  not  to  be  the  worft. 

Stands  in  feme  rank  ofPraife  j now,  Gonerill, 
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Thou  art  innocent  agen.  I’ll  go  with  thee  5 
Thy  Fifty  yet,  do’s  double  Five  and  Twenty, 

And  thou  art  twice  her  Love.  . ^ 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord, 

What  need  you  Five  and  Twenty,  Ten,  or  Five,. 

To  follow  in  a Houfe  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a Command  t’attend  you  } 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 

Lear.  Blood,  Fire!  hear — Leaprofies  and blueft Plagues!. 
Room,  room  for  Hell  to  belch  her  Horrors  up 
And  drench  the  Circes  in  a ftream  of  Fire  > 

Heark  how  th’  Infernals  eccho  to  my  Rage 

Their  Whips  and  Snakes 

Reg.  How  lewd  a thing  is  Paffion ! 

Gon.  So  old  and  ftomachfull.  \_Lightningand Thunder, 

Lear.  Heav’ns  drop  your  Patience  down  j 
You  fee  me  here,  ye  Gods,  a poor  old  Man 
As  full  of  Griefs  as  Age,  wretched  in  both — 

I’ll  bear  no  more  : no,  you  unnatural  Haggs, 

I will  have  fuch  Revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  world  (hall — I will  do  fuch  things 

What  they  are  yet  I know  not,  but  they  lhall  b/s 

The  Terrors  of  the  Earth  j you  think  I’ll  weepy  [^Thunder  again. 

This  Heart  (hall  break  into  a thouland  pieces 

Before  I’ll  weep O Gods!  I (hallgo^ad.  [ Exit. 

Duke.  ’Tis  a wild  Night,  come  out  o’th’ Storm.  'VExeunL 
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SCENE,  A Defert  Heath.  ■ 

Enter  Lear  and  Kent  in  the  Storm, 

( 

Lear.  LOW  Winds  and  burft  your  Cheeks,  rage  louder  yet, 
|j  Fantaftick  Lightning  finge,  finge  my  white  Head  3 
Spout  Catarafts,  and  Hurricanos  fall 
Till  you  have  drown’d  the  Towns  and  Palaces 
Of  proud  ingratefull  Man. 

Kent.  Not  all  my  beft  intreaties  can  perfwade  him 
Into  fpme  needfull  ftielter,  or  to  ’bide 
This  poor  flight  Cov  ring  on  his  aged  Head 
Expos’d  to  this  wild  war  of  Earth  and  Heavn. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  fill,  fight  Whirlwind,  Rain  and  Fire  ; 

Not  Fire,  Wind,  Rain  or  Thunder  are  my  Daughters; 

I tax  not  you  ye  Elements  with  unkindnefl  5 
I never  gave  you  Kingdoms,  call’d  you  Children, 

You  owe  rr.e  no  Obedience,  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure,  here  I ftand  your  Slave, 

-A  poor,  infirm,  weak  and  delpis’d  old  man  3 
Yet  I will  call  you'ftrvile  Minifters, 

That  have  with  two  pernicious  Daughters  join’d 
Their  high-engendred  Battle  againft  a Head 
So  Old  and  White  as  mine.  Oh!  oh^  ’tis  Foul. 

Kent.  Hard  by,  Sir,  is  a Hovel  that  will  lend 
Some  (belter  from  this  Tempeft.* 

Lear.  I will  forget  my  Nature,  what?  fo  kind  a Father,  . 

I,  there’s  the  point. 

Kent.  Confider,  good  my  Liege,  Things  that  love  Night 
Love  not  fuch  Nights  as  this  3 thefe  wrathfull  Skies 
Frighten  the  very  wanderers  o’th’  Dark,  ' 

And  make  ’em  keep  their  Caves  3 fuch  drenching  Rain, 

Such  Sheets  of  Fire,  fuch  Claps  of  horrid  Thunder, 
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Such  Groans  of  roaring  Winds  have  ne*re  been  known. 

Lear,  Let  the  Great  Gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadfull  pudder  o’re  our  Heads 
Find  out  their  Enemies  now,  tremble  thou  Wretch 
That  haft  within  thee  undilcovef d Crimes. 

Hide,  thou  bloody  Hand, 

Thou  perjur’d  Villain,  holv,  holy  Hypocrite, 

That  drinkft  the  Widows  Tears,  figh  no  v and  cry 
Thtfe  dreadfull  Summoners  Grace,  I am  a Man 
More  fin’d  againft  than  finning. 

Kent,  Good  Sir,  to  th'  Hovel!, 

Lear.  My  wit  begins  to  burn, 

Come  on  my  Boy,  how  doft  my  Boy  } art  Cold  ? 

Tm  cold  my  Self  5 ftiew  me  this  Straw,  criy  Fellow, 

The  Art  of  our  Neceffity  is  ftrange. 

And  can  make  vile  things  precious  5 my  poor  Knave, 

Cold  as  I am  at  Heart,  Tve  one  place  There  [Land. Storm* 
That’s  forry  yet  for  Thee.  [ Exit. 

Glofter’s  Palace.  Enter  Baftard.  ^ 

.Bafi.  The  Storm  is  in  our  louder  Rev’lings  drown’d. 

Thus  wou’d  I Reign  cou’d  I but  mount  a Throne. 

The  Riots  of  thefe  proud  imperial  Sifters 

Already  have  impos’d  the  galling  Yoke 

Of  Taxes,  and  hard  Impofitions  on  , ' 

The  drudging  Pealants  Neck,  who  bellow  out 

Their  loud  Complaints  in  Vain — Triumphant  Queens  ! 

With  what  Affurance  do  they  tread  the  Crowd. 

O for  a Taft  of  fuch  Majeftick  Beauty, 

Which  none  but  my  hot  Veins  are  fit  t’  engage  5 
Nor  are  my  Wifhes  defp’rate,  for  ev’n  now 
During  the  Banquet  I obferved  their  Glances 
Shot  thick  at  me,  and  as  they  left  the  Room 
Each  caft  by  ftealth  a kind  inviting  Smile, 

The  happy  Earned Ha ! 

Two  Servants  from  fever al  Entrances  deliver  him 
Letter,  and  Ex. 

Where  merit  is  fb  Tranfparent,  not  to  behold  it 
Were  Blindnefi,  and  not  to  reward  it  Ingratitude. 

E . 
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Gonerill. 

I 

y 

Enough  ! Blind,  and  Ingratefull  (hould  I be 
Not  to  Obey  the  Summons  of  This  Oracle. 

Now  for  a Second  Letter.  Opens  the  other, 

‘ If  Modefty  be  not  your  Enemy,  doubt  not  to 
Find  me  your  Friend.  ' . . 

Regan. 

\ 

Excellent  Syhill  I O my  glowing  Blood  ? 

I am  already  fick  of  expeftation. 

And  pant  for  the  Poffeffion — here  Glojler-comzs 
With  Bus’nels  on  his  Brow  , be  hufht  my  Joys. 

I come  to  feek  thee,  Edmund , to  impart  a bufinefs  of 
Importance  5 I knew  thy.  loyal  Heart  is  toucht  to  lee  the  Cru- 
elty of  the(e  ingratefull  Daughters  againft  our  royal  Mafter. 

Baft,  Mofl[  Savage  and  Unnatural. 

Gloft,  This  change  in  the  State  fits  uneafie.  The  Commons 
repine  aloud  at  their  female  Tyrants,  already  they  Cry  out  for 
the  rednftaliment  of  their  good  old  King,  whole  Injuries  I fear 
will  inflame  em  into  Mutiny,  / 

Baft,  ITis  to  be  hopt,  not  feafd.  - 

Gtoft,  Thou  haft  it  Boy,  'tis  to*  be  hopt  indeed. 

On  me  they  caft  their  Eyes,  and  hourly  Court  me 
To  lead  em  on,  and  whilft  this  Head  is  Mine 
Lam  Theirs,  a little  covert  Craft,  my  Boy, 

And  then  for  open  Aftion,  \will  be  Employment 
, Worthy  fuch  honeft  daring  Souls  as  Thine.  . ^ > 

^ Thou,  Edmund,  art  my  trufty  Emiffary, 

Hafte  on  the  Spur  at  the  firft  break  of  day  K Gives  him 

With  thele  Dilpatches  to  the  Duke  of  Comhray  5 \ Letters, 

You  know  what  mortal  Feuds  have  alwaies  flam’d 
'Between  this  Duke  of  Cornwairs  Family,  and  his 
Full  Tw^enty  thoufand  Mountaners 
Th'  invetrate  Prince  will  fend  to  our  Afiiftance. 

Difpatch^  Commend  us  to  his  Grace,  and  Profper. 

. Baft,  Yes,  credulous  old  Man,.  [_  Afide, 

I will  commend  you  to  his  Grace, 

His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  ^ — inftantly  , 

. , " To' 
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To  fliew  him  thefe  Contents  in  thy  own  Charafter, 

And  SeaVd  with  thy  own  Signet"^5  then  forthwith 
The  Chofrick  Duke  gives  Sentence  on  thy  Life  3 
And  to  my  hand  thy  vaft  Revenues  fall 
To  glut  my  Pleafure  that  till  now  has  ftarv*d. 

Glofter  go/f^g  off  is  met  hy  Cordelia  entring,  Baftard  ohfer- 
uing  at  a Dijlanoe, 

Cord,  Turn,  Glofyr^  Turn,  by  all  the  facred  Powks 
1 do  conjure  you  give  my  Griefs  a Hearing, 

You  muff,  you  (liall,  nay  I am  fure  you  will, 

For  you  were  always  ftil’d  the  Juft  andi  Good. 

What  wou’dft  thou,Princefs  ^ rife  and  fpeak  thy  Grieft. 
Cord,  Nay,  you  (hall  promife  to  redre(s*em  too, 

Or  here  I’ll  kneel  for  ever  5 I intreat  ^ 

Thy  fuccour  for  a Father  and  a King, 

An  injur’d  Father  and  an  injur’d  Ring. 

Bafl,  O charming  Sorrow ! how  her  Tears  adorn  her 
Like  Dew  on  Flowers,  but  (he  is  Virtuous, 

And  I muft  quench  this  hopelefs  Fire  i’th’  Kindling, 

Glofl,  Confider,  Princefi, 

For  whom  thou  begg’ft,  ’tis  fof  the  King  that  wrong’d  Thee, 
Cord,  O name  not  that ; he  did  not,  cou’d  not  wrong  me. 
Nay  mufe  not,  Glofler,  for  it  is  too  likely 
This  injur’d  Ring  e’re  this  is  paft  your  Aid, 

And  gone  Diftrafted  with  his  favage  Wrongs. 

Bafl.  I’ll  gaze  no  more«-^ — and  yet  my  Eyes  are  Charm’d^ 
Cord,  Or  what  if  it  be  Worfe  ? can  there  be  Worfe  ? , 

As  'tis  too  probable  this  furious  Night 
Has  pierc’d  his  tender  Body,  the  bleak  Winds 
And  cold  Rain  chill’d,  or  Lightning  ftruck  him  Dead  5 
If  it  be  fo  your  Promife  is  difeharg’d. 

And  I have  only  one  poor  Boon  to  beg, 

That  you’d  Convey  me  to  his  breathlefs  Trunk, 

With  my  torn  Robes  to  wrap  his  hoary  Head, 

With  my  torn  Hair  to  bind  his  Hands  and  Feet, 

Then  with  a (how’r  of  Tears 

To  wafti  his  ClayTmear’d  Cheeks,  and  Die  befide  him. 

' Glofl,  Rife,  fair  Cordelia^  thou  haft  Piety 

E 2 
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Enough  t*  attone  for  both  thy  Sifters  Crimes. 

I have  already  plotted  to  reftore 

My  injur’d  Mafter,  and  thy  Vertue  tells  me 

We  {bM  flicceed,  and  fuddenly.  [ Ex/t. 

Cord,  Diiparch,  Arante,^ 

Provide  me  a Difguife,  v/e’ll  inftantly 
Go  feek  the  King,  and  bring  him  fome  Relief. 

Ar.  How,  Madam  ? are  you  Ignorant 
Of  what  your  impious  Sifters  have  decreed  ? 

Immediate  Death  for  any  that  relieve  him. 

Cord.  I cannot  dread  the  Furies  in  this  cafe. 

Ar.  In  fuch  a Night  as  This?  Confider,  Madam, 

For  many  Miles  about  there’s  fcarce  a Biifti 
Tolhelterin. 

Cord.  Therefore  no  firelter  for  the  King, 

And  more  our  Charity  to  find  him  out  ; 

What  have  not  Women  dar’d  for  vicious  Love, 

And  we’Jl  be  Qiining  Proofs  that  they  can  dare 
For  Piety  as  much  ^ blow  Winds,  and  Lightnings  fail, 

Bold  in  my  Virgin  Innocence,  Til  flie 

My  Royal  Father  to  Relieve,  or  Die.  [^Exit, 

Bajl.  Provide  me  a Difguife,  v/e ’ll  inftantly 

Go  feek  the  King  ha ! ha  ! a lucky  change, 

That  Vertue  which  I fear’d  would  be  my  hindrance 
Has  prev’d  the  Bond  to  my  Defign  5 
i 1!  bribe  two  Pvuffians  that  (hall  at  a diftance  follow. 

And  feife  ’em  in  (bme  defert  Place,  and  there 

V/hi!ft  one  retains  her  t’  other  fnall  return 

T'  ii-form  me  where  ftie  *s  Lodg’d  I’ll  be  dilguis’d  too.  - 

Whilft  they  are  poching  for  me  I ’ll  to  the  Duke 

Vvftth  thde  Difpatches,  then  to  th’ Field 

Where  like  the  vig’rous  jove  I will  enjoy  . 

This  Semele  in  a Storm,  ’twill  deaf  her  Cries 
Like  Drams  in  Battle,  left  her  Groans  fhou’d  pierce 
My  pittying  Far,  and  make  the  amorous  Fight  lefs  fierce. 

[ ExJa 

Storm  Jlill.  The  Field  Scene.  Enter  Lear  and  Kent. 

Kent,  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord  5 good  my  Lord  enters 

. - . The 
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The  Tyranny  of  this  open  Night  s too  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  Heart 
Kent.  Befeech  you,  Sir. 

Lear.  Thou  think’ft  tis  much  that  this  contentious  Storm 
Invades  us  to  the  Skin  fo,  'tis  to  thee 
But  where^he  greater  Malady  is  fixt 
The  Icfler  is  fcarce  felt  : the  Tempefl:  in  my  Mind 
Dos  from  my  Senfes  take  all  feeling  elfe 
Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  Ingratitude  ! 

Is  it  not  as  this  Mouth  fliou'd  tear  this  Hand 

For  lifting  Food  to't? but  Til  punilh  home. 

No,  I will  weep  no  more  5 in  fuch  a Night 

To  (hut  me  out-^ pour  on,  I will  endure 

In  ftich  a Night  as  this : O Regan  ^ Goner  ill,  ^ 

Your  old  kind  Father  whole  frank  heart  gave  All, 

O that  way  madnefs  lies,  let  me  iDhun  that, 

No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  See,  my  Lord,  here's  the  Entrance. 

Lear.  Well,  I’ll  go  in 
And'pafs  it  all,  Th  pray  and  then  1 11  fleep  : 

Poor  naked  Wretches  wherefoe’re  you  are, 

That  'bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittileft  Storm, 

How  fhall  your  houfeleft  Heads  and  unfed  Sides 
Suftain  this  Shock  ? your  raggedneft  defend  you 
From  Seafons  fiich  as  Theft. 

O I have  ta'ne  too  little  Care  of  this, 

Take  Phyfick,  Pomp, 

Expofe  thy  ftlfto  feel  what'Wretches  feel, 

That  thou  may ’ft  caft  the  fuperflux  to  them,- 
And  fliew  the  Heav’ns  more  Juft. 

Edgar  in  the  Hovell. 

Five,  Fathom  and  a half,  poor  tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  doft  grumble  there!’ th'  Straw  ? 
Come  forth. 

Edg.  Away ! The  foul  Fiend  follows  me--  --  through  the 
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(harp  Haw-thorn  blows  the  cold  Wind  — Mum,  Go  to  thy 

Bed  and  warm  Thee. ha ! what  do  I fee  ? by  all  my  Griefs 

the  poor  old  King  beheaded,  [ 

And  drencht  in  this  fow  Storm,  profeffing  Syren^ 

Are  all  your  Proteftations  come  to  this  ? 

Lear.  Tell  me  , Fellow  , dift  thou  give  all  to  thy  Daugh- 
ters > •.  • . 

ELg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  , whom  the  foul 
Fiend  has  led  through  Fire  and  through  Flame  , through  Bufhes 
and  Boggs , that  has  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters 
in  his  Pue,  that  has  made  him  proud  of  Heart  to  ride  on  a Bay- 
trotting  Horft  over  four  inch’d  Bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  Sha- 
dow fcraTraytor.  — blefs  thy  five  Wits,  Tom\  zco\d  [Shiversr\ 
blefi  thee  from  Whirlwinds,  Star- blafting  and  Taking ; do  poor 
Tom  fome  Charity,  whom  the  foul  Fiend  vexes — Sa,  (a,  there 
I could  have  him  now,  and  there,  and  there  agen. 

Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  pals  } 

Cou’dft  thou  lave  Nothing  ? didft  thou  give  ’em  All? 

Kent,  He  has  no  Daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death,  Traytor,  nothing  cou’d  have  fubdu’d  Nature 
To  liich  a Lownels  but  his  unkind  Daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  upon  Pillicock  Hill  5 Hallo,  hallo,  hallo. 

Lear.  Is  it  the  falhion  that  difcarded  Fathers 
Should  have  fuch  little  Mercy  on  their  Fielh  ? 
ludicious  punifhment,  ’twas  this  Fielh  begot 
Thole  Pelican  Daughters. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  fow  Fiend  , obey  thy  Parents,  keep 
thy  Word  juftly  , Swear  not,  commit  not  with  Mans  fworn 
Spoule,  fet  not  thy  fweet  Pkart  on  proud  Array  : Tom\  a Cold.  ^ 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been 

Edg.  A Serving-man  proud  of  Heart,  that  curl’d  my  Hair, 
us’d  Perfume  and  Walhes , that  ferv’d  the  Lull  of  my  MiftrelTes 
Heart,  and  did  the  Aft  of  Darknels  with  her.  Swore  as  many 
Oaths  as  I fpoke  Words,  and  broke  ’em  all  in  the  Iweet  Face  of 
Heaven  ; Let  not  the  Paint,  nor  the  Patch,  nor  the  rulhing  of 
Silks  betray  thy  poor  Heart  to  Woman,  keep  thy  Foot  out  of 
BTothels , thy  Hand  out  of  Plackets , thy  Pen  from  Creditors 
Books,  and  defie  the  foul  Fiend ftill  through  the  Haw- 

thorn blows  the  cold  Wind  — Sels,  Suum,  Mun,  Nonny, 

Dolphin 
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Dolphin  my  Boy  hift  ! the  Boy,  Sefey  ! foft  let  him 

Trot  by. 

Lear,  Death,  thou  wert  better  in  thy  Crave,  than  thus  to 
anfwer  with  thy  uncover’d  Body  this  Extremity  of  the  Sky. 
And  yet  confider  him  well,  and  Man ’s  no  more  than  This  3 
Thou  art  indebted  to  the  Worm  for  no  Silk,  to  the  Beaft  for  no 

Hide,  to  the  Cat  for  no  Perfume ha!  here’s  Two  of  us  are 

Sophiflicated  5 Thou  art  the  Thing  it  felf,  unaccommated 
Man  is  no  more  thari  fuch  a poor  bare  forkt  Animal  as  thou 
art. 

Off,  Off,  ye  vain  Dilguifts,  empty  Lendings, 

I ’ll  be  my  Original  Self,  quick,  quick,  Uncafo  me.  . 

Kent.  Defend  his  Wits,  good  Heaven ! 

Lear,  One  point  I had  forgot  5 what ’s  your  Name  ? 

.Edg,  Poor  Tom  that  eats  the  Avimming  Frog,  the  Wall-nut, 
and  the  Water-nut  5 that  in  the  fury  of  his  Heart  when  the  foul ' 
Fiend  rages  eats  Co dung  for  Sailets , fwallows  the  old  Rat 
and  the  Ditch-dog,  that  drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  {landing , 
Pool  that’s  whipt  ftom  Tithing  to  Tithing  5 that  has  Three  Suits 
to  his  Back,  Six  Shirts  to  his  Body, 


Horfe  to  Ride,  and  Weapon  to  wear, 

But  Rats  and  Mice,  and  fuchfmall  Deer 
Have  been  Tom\  Food  for  Seven  long  Year. 


Beware,  my  Fpllower  y Peace,  Smulkin  5 Peace,  thou  fouL, 
Fiend. 

Lear.  One  word  more,  but  be  fure  true  Councel  3 tell  me,  is- 
" a Madman  a Gentleman,  or  a Yeoman  ? 

Kent,  1 fear’d ’t  wou’d  come  to  This,  his  Wits  are  gone. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Flero  is  an  Angler  in 
the  Lake  of  Darknefs.  Pray,  Innocent,  and  beware  the  foul 
Fiend. 

Lear,  Right,  ha  I ha!  was  it  not  pleafant  to  have  a Thou- 
find  with  red  hot  Spits  come  hizzing  in  upon  ’em  ? 

Edg.  My  Tears  begin  to  take  his  pkt  fo  much 
They  marr  my  Counterfeiting. 

Lear.  The  little  Dogs  and  all.  Trey,  Blanch  and  Sweet-heart, 
fie  they  Bark  at  me. 

Edg.  will  throw  his  Head  at ’em  5 Avaunt  , ye  Curs, 
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Be  thy  Mouth  or  black  or  wh^ite. 

Tooth  th.it  poyibns  if  it  hire, 

MaftifF,  Grey-hound,  Mungrill,  Giim, 

Hound  or  Spannie],  Brach  or  Hym, 

' Bob-tail,  Tight,  or  Trundle-tail, 

Tom  will  make  ’em  weep  and  wail, 

For  with  throwing  thus  my  Head 
Dogs  leap  the  Hatch,  and  Ail  are  fled. 

Ud,  de,  de,  de.  Se,  ft,  ft.  Come  march  to  Wakes, and  Fair5,and 
Market-Towns, — — poor7i?w,  thy  Horn  is  dry. 

-Lear,  You  Sir,  I entertain  you  for  One  of  my  Hundred,  only 
I do  not  like  the  falhion  of  your  Garments,  you’ll  fay  they’re 
. Terftan,  but  no  matter,  let  ’em  be  chang’d. 

Enter  Glofter. 

Edg,  This  is  the  foul  Flihertigihet,  he  begins  at  Curfevv'  and 
walks  at  fiift  Cock,  he  gives  the  Web  and  the  Pin,  knits  the  Elf- 
lock  , fquints  the  Eye,  and  makes  the  Hair-lip,  mildews  the' 
W’hite  Wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature  of  the  Earthy 

Sivitkin  footed  Thrice  the  Cold, 

He  met  the  Night-mare  and  her  Nine-fold, 

’Twas  ih( re  he  did  appoint  hcF3  ' ' 

He  bid  her  alight  and  her  Troth  plight, 

And  arroync  the  Witch  arroynt  her. 

Glofl.  What,  has  your  Grace  no  better  Company  ? 

Edg,  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  is  a Gentleman  3 Modo  he  is 
call’d,  and  Mahu, 

Glofl.  Go  with  me,  Sir,  hard  by  I have  a Tenant. 

My  Duty  cannot  fuffer  ^me  to  obey  in  all  your  Daughters  hard 
Commands,  who  have  enjoyn’d  me  to  make  faft  my  Doors,  and 
let  this  Tyrannous  Night  take  hold  upon  you.  Yet  have  i ven- 
tur’d to  come  feek  you  out,  and  bring  you  where  both  Fire  and 
Food  is  ready. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  take  his  offer. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philoftpher, 
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S3y,Stagirite,  what  is  the  Caufe  of  Thunder. 

Ghft.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  go  with  me. 

Lear.  I’ll  talk  a Word  with  this  lame  Learned  Thehan. 

What  is  your  Study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  Fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 

Lear.  Let  me  ask  you  a Word  in  private.  ' 

Kent.  His  Wits  are  quite  unfetled  3 Good  Sir,  let’s  force  him 
hence. 

Glofl.  Canft  blame  him  ? his  Daughters  leek  his  Death  > This 
Bedlam  but  difturbs  him  the  more.  Fellow,  be  gone. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tow’r  came. 

His  Word  was  ftill  Fie,  Fo,  and  Fum, 

I Imell  the  Bloud  of  a Britifh  Man Oh  Torture!  [^Exit. 

Glofl.  Now,  I prethee  Friend,  let’s  take  him  in  our  Arms, 
and  carry  him  where  he  lhall  meet  both  Welcome  , and  Pro- 
tedion. 

Good  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Lear.  You  fay  right,  let’em  Anatomize  Regan,  fee  what 
breeds  about  her  Heart  3 is  there  any  Caufe  in  Nature  for  thefe 
hard  Hearts  ? 

Kent.  Beleech  your  Grace. 

Lear.  Hill ! — Make  no  Noife,  make  no  Nolle fo  lb  3 

we  ’ll  to  Supper  i’  th’  Morning.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Cordelia  and  Arante. 

Ar.  Dear  Madam,  reft  ye  here,  our  learch  is  Vain, 

Look  here’s  a Ihed,  beleech  ye,  enter  here. 

Cord.  Prethee  go  in  thy  lelf,  feek  thy  own  Eafe, 

Where  the  Mind’s  free,  the  Body’s  Delicate : 

This  Tempeft  but  diverts  me  from  the  Thought 
Of  what  wou’d  hurt  me  more. 

Enter  Two  Ruffians. 

I Ruff.  We  have  dog’d  ’em  far  enough,  this  Placets  private. 
I’ll  keep  ’em  Prilbners  here  within  this  Hovell, 

Whilft  you  return  and  bring  Lord  Edmund  Hither  3 
But  help  me  firft  to  Houle  ’em. 

X Ruff.  Nothing  but  this  dear  Devil  {_Shows  Geld. 

F Shou’d 
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Shou’d  have  drawn  me  through  all  this  Temped  3 
But  to  our  Work. 

\_They  fehe  Cordelia  of/rf  Arante,  who  Shriek 
Soft,  Madam,  we  are  Friends,  difpatch,  I fay. 

Cord.  Kelp,  Murder,  help  ! Gods  ! fome  kind  Thunderbolt 
To  ftrike  me  Dead. 

Enter  Edgar. 

^ Edg.  What  Cry  was  That  ? — ha.  Women  feiz'd  by  Ruffians? 
Is  this  a Place  and  Time  for  Villany  ? 

Avaunt  ye  Bloud-hounds.  [jDrivcs^em  with  his  Quarter 
Both.  The  Devil,  the  Devil ! Run  ojf. 

Edg.  O [peak,  what  are  ye  that  appear  to  be 
0*th'  tender  Sex,  and  yet  unguarded  Wander 
Through  the  dead  Mazes  of  this  dreadfull  Night, 

Where  (tho’  at  full)  the  Clouded  Moon  fcarce  darts 
Imperfefl:  Glimmerings. 

Cord.  Firft  (ay  what  art  thou 
Our  Guardian  Angel,  that  wer*t  pleas’d  t’affume 
That  hoi  rid  fhape  to  fright  the  Ravifliers? 

We  ’ll  kneel  to  Thee. 

Edg.  O my  tumultuous  Bloud ! ^ 

By  all  my  trembling  Veins  Cordelias  Voice  ! 

Tisfhe  her  felf!  My  Senfes  fare  conform 

To  my  wild  Garb,  and  I am  Mad  indeed. 

Cord.  Whate’re  thou  art,  befriend  a wretched  Virgin,  * 

And  if  thou  canft  direft  our  weary  (earch. 

Edg.  VVho  relieves  poor  Tom,  that  fleeps  on  the  Nettle,  with 
the  Hedge-pig  for  his  Pillow. 

Whilft  Smug  ply’d  the  Bellows 
She  truckt  with  her  Fellows, 

The  Freckfe-fac’t  Mab  ‘ < 

Was  a Blouze  and  a Drab, 

Y et  Swithin  maeje  pheron  jealous Oh ! T orture. 

Ar.  Alack,  Madaiii,  a poof  wandring  Lunatick.  • , 

Cord.  And  yet  his  Language-feem’d  but  now  well  .temper’d. 
Speak,  Friend,  to  one  more  wretched  than  thy  feW, 

And 


And  if  thou  haft  one  Interval  of  fenfe. 

Inform  us  if  thou  canft  where  we  may  find 
A poor  old  Man,  who  through  this  Heath  has  ftray’d 
The  tedious  Night-^ Speak,  fa  weft  thou  fuch  a One? 

Edg,  The  King,  her  Father,  whom  (he’s  come  to  ftek 

[ Afide, 

Through  all  the  Terrors  of  this  Night.  O Gods! 

That  fuch  amazing  Piety,  fuch  Tendernels 

Shou  d yet  to  me  be  Cruel — - 

Yes,  Fair  One,  fuch  a One  was  lately  here. 

And  is  convey’d  by  fbine  that  came  to  feek  him, 

T a Neighb  ring  Cottage  5 but  diftinftly  where, 

I know  not. 

Cord,  Bleffings  on ’em, 

Let’s  find  him  out,  Arante,  for  thou  fteft 

We  are  in  Heavens  Proteftion.  Q Going  off', 

Edg.  O Cordelia  ! 

Cord,  Ha  I — Thou  knowft  my  Name. 

Edg,  As  you  did  once  know  Edgar\  . 

Cord,  Edgar!  ^ ’ 

Edg,  The  poor  Remains  of  Edgar,  what  your  Scorn 
Has  left  him. 

Cord,  Do  we  wake,  Arante  ? 

Edg,  My  Father  leeks  my  Life,  which  I preferv’d 
In  hopes  of  (bme  bleft  Minute  to  oblidge 
Diftreft  Cordelia,  and  the  Gods  have  giv’n  it , 

That  Thought  alone  prevail’d  with  me  to  take 
This  Frantick  Drefs,  to  make  the  Earth  my  Bed , 

With  thefe  bare  Limbs  all  change  ofSeafons  bide, 

Noons  fcorching  Heat,  and  Midnights  piercing  Cold, 

To  feed  on  Ofials,  and  to  drink  with  Herds, 

To  Combat  with  the  Winds,  and  be  the  Sport  ' 

Of  Clowns,  or  what’s  more  wretched  yet,  their  Pity. 

Ar,  Was  ever  Tale  fofull  ofMilery  ! 

Edg,  But  fuch  a Fall  as  this  I grant  was  due 
To  my  afpiring  Love,  for  ’twas  prefiimptuous, 

Though  not  prefumptuoufly  perfu’d. 

For  well  you  know  I wore  my  Flames  conceal’d, 

And  filent  as  the  Lamps  that  Burn  in  Tombs, 

’Till  you  perceiv’d  my  Griefj  with  modeft  Grace  ^ 
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Drew  forth  the  Secret,  and  then  feal’d  my  Pardon. 

Cord.  You  had  your  Pardon,  nor  can  you  Challenge  more. 
Edg.  What  do  I Challenge  more? 

Such  Vanity  agrees  not  with  thefe  Rags  5 
When  in  my  profp’rous  State  rich  Glcfiedt  Heir, 

You  filenc’dmy  Pretences,  andenjoyn’d  me 
To  trouble  you  upon  that  Theam  no  more  5 
Then  what  Reception  muft  Love  s Language  find 
From  thefe  bare  Limbs  and  Beggers  humble  Weeds? 

Cord.  Such  as  the  Voice  of  Pardon  to  a Wretch  Condemn’d 
Such  as  the  Shouts 

Of  fucc’ring  Forces  to  a Town  beffeg’d. 

Edg.  Ah  ! what  new  Method  now  of  Cruelty  ? 

Cord.  Come  to  my  Arms,  thoudeareft,  beft  of  Men,, 

And  take  the  kindeft  Vows  that  e’re  were  fpoke 
By  a protefting  Maid. 

Edg.  Is ’t  pofiible  ? 

Cord.  By  the  dear  Vital  Stream  that  baths  my  Heart, 

Thefe  hallow’d  Rags  of  Thine,  and  naked  Vertue, 

Thefe  abjeftTaffels,  thefe  fantaftick  Shreds, 

(Ridiculous  ev’n  to  the  meaneft  Clown  ) 

To  me  are  dearer  than  the  ticheft  Pomp 
Of  purple  Monarchs. 

Edg.  Generous  charming  Maid, 

The  Gods  alone  that  made,  can  rate  thy  Worth  I 
This  moft  amazing  Excellence  (hall  be 
Fames  Triumph,  in  (ucceeding  Ages,  when 
Thy  .bright  Example  (hall  adorn  the  Scene, 

And  teach  the  World  Perfedion. 

Cord:  Cold  and  weary. 

We’ll  reft  a while,  Arante,  on  that  Straw, 

Then  forward  to  find  out  the  poor  Old  Ring. 

Edg.  Look  I have  Flint  and  Steel,  the  Implements 
Of  wandring  Lunaticks,  1 ’ll  ftrike  a Light, . 

And  make  a Fire  beneath  this  Shed,  to  dry 
Thy  Storm-drencht  Garments,  e’re  thou  Lie  to  reft  thee  5 
Then  Fierce  and  Wakefull  as  th’  Hefperian  Dragon , 

1 11  watch  befide  thee  to  protedk  thy  Sleep  5 
Mean  while,  the  Stars  (hall  dart  their  kindeft  Beams, 

And  Argds  Vilit  my  Cordelia  % Dreams^  \_Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  The  Palace. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Baftard,  Servants.  Cornwall 
with  Gloftcr’s  Letters.  j 

Duke.  I will  have  my  Revenge  ere  I depart  his  houle.  • 
Regan^  fee  here,  a Plot  upon  our  State, 

’Tis  6/^f/s  Gharafter,  that  has  betray’d 
His  double  Truft  of  Subjed,  and  of  Oft. 

Reg.  Then  double  be  our  Vengeance,  this  confi 
ThTntelligence  that  we  now  now  receiv’d, 

That  he  has  been  this  Night  to  feek  the  Kings 
But  who,  Sir,  was  the  kind  Difcoverer  ?. 

Duke.  Our  Eagfe,  quick  to  fpy,  and  fierce  to  feize^ 

Our  trufty  Edmund. 

Reg.  ’Twas  a noble  Services 
O Cornwall,  take  him  to  thy  deepeft  Truft, . 

And  wear  him  as  a Jewel  at  thy  Heart. 

Baft.  Think;  Sir,  how  hard  a Fortune  I fuftain, 

That  makes  me  thus  repent  offerving  you!  [ Weeps. 

O that  this  Tfeafon  had  not  been,  or  I 
Not  the  Difeoverer. 

Duke.  Edmund,  Thou  (halt  find 
A Father  in  our  Love,  and  from  this  Minute 
We  call  thee  Earl  of  Glofter  s b(it  there  yet 
Remains  another  Juftice  to  be  done. 

And  that’s  to  punifh  this  difearded  Traytor  s 
But  leaft  thy  tender  Nature  Ihou’d  relent 
At  his  juft  Sufferings,-  nor  brooke  the  Sight, 

We  wifh  thee  to  withdraw. 

Reg,  The  Grotto,  Sir,  within  the  lower  Grove,  5 Edmund  * 
Has  Privacy  to  fuit  a Mourner’s  Thought.  1 Afidev 

Baft.  And  there  I may  expeft  a Comforter,' 

Ha,  Madam? 

Reg.  What  may  happen,  Sir,  I knov/  not,  . 

But  ’twas  a Friends  Advice.  Q Es.  Baftard. 

Duke.  Bring  in  the  Traytour.  _ 
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Clofter  brought  in. 

Bind  faft  his  Arms. 

Glofi.  What  mean  your  Graces  ? 

You  are  my  Cuefts,  pray  do  me  no  foul  Play. 

Duke,  Bind  him,  I (ay,  hard,  harder  yet. 

Reg,  Now,  Traytor,  thou  flialt  find^ 

Duke.  Speak,  Rebel,  where  haft  thou  lent  the  Kirg  > 

Whom  fpight  of  our  Decree  thou  faw’ft  laft  Night. 

Clojl,  Im  tide  to  th’Stake,  and  I muft  ftand  fhe  Courfe. 

Reg,  Say  where,  and  why  thou  haftconceard  him. 

GloJL  Becaufe  I wou'd  not  fee  thy  cruel  Hands 
Tear  out  his  poor  old  Eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter 
Carve  his  anointed  Flefti  5 but  I (hall  fee 
The  fwift  wing’d  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  ChiIJrer. 

Duke,  See ’t  (halt  thou  never.  Slaves  perform  your  Work, 

Out  with  thole  treacherous  Eyes,  dilpatch,  I fay, 

If  thou  feeft  Vengeance 

GlojL  He  that  will  think  to  live ’till  he  be  old. 

Give  me  (bme  help O cruel ! oh ! ye  Gods. 

[_  They  put  out  his  Eyes, 

Serv,  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  I bar  your  Cruelty, 

I cannot  love  your  fafety  and  give  way 
To  (uch  a barbarous  Pradife. 

Duke,  Ha,  my  Villain. 

' Serv,  I have  been  your  Servant  from  my  Infancy, 

But  better  Service  have  I never  done  you 
Then  with  this  Boldnels 

Duke,  Take  thy  Death,  Slave. 

Serv,  Nay,  then  Revenge  whilft  yet  my  Bloud  is  Warm. 

Q Fight. 

Reg.  Help  here — are  you  not  hurt,  my  Lord.> 

GloJL  Edmund.^  enkindle  all  the  (parks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  Aft. 

Reg.  Out, treacherous  Villain, 

Thou  call’d  on  him  that  Hates  thee,  it  was  He 
That  broacht  thy  Trealbn,  fhew’d  us  thy  Dilpatches  5 
There — read,  and  fave  the  Cambrian  Prince  a Labour, 

If  thy  Eyes  fail  thee  call  for  Speftacles. 

z . Glofi. 
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Glofl,  O my  Folly  ! 

Then  Edgar  was  abus'd,  kind  GodsTorgive  me  that. 
Reg,  How  is't,  my  Loid  ? 

Duke,  Turn  out  that  Eye-le(s  Villain,  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Camhray,  throw  this  Slave  upon  a Dunghi 
Began,  I Bleed  apace,  give  me  your  Arm. 

Gloji.  All  Dark  and  Comfortlefs! 

Where  are  thofe  various  Objefts  that  but  now 
Employ'd  my  bufie  Eyes  ? where  thofe  Eyes? 

Dead  are  their  piercing  Rays^that  lately  (hot 
O're  flowry  Vales  to  diftant  Sunny  Hills, 

And  drew  with  Joy  thevaft  Horizon  in. 

Thefe  groping  Hands  are  now  my  only  Guids, 

And  Feeling  all  my  Sight. 

O Miftry  ! what  words  can  found  my  Grief? 

Shut  from  the  Living  whilft  among  the  Living  5 
Dark  as  the  Grave  amidft  the  buftling  World. 

At  once  from  Bufinefi  and  from  Pleafor^  bar'd  5 
No  more  to  view  the  Beauty  of  the  Spring, 

Nor  foe  the  Face  of  Kindred,  or  of  D^^nd. 

Yet  ftill  one  way  th'extreameft  Fate  affords, 

And  ev'n  the  Blind  can  find  the  Way  to  Death. 

Muft  I then  tamely  Die,  and  unreveng'd  ? 

So  Lear  may  fall : No,  with  thefe  bleeding  Rings 
I will  prefont  me  to  the  pittying  Crowd, 

And  with  the  Rhetorickof  thefe  dropping  Veins 
Enflarae'em  to  Revenge  their  King  and  me  5 
Then  when  the  Glorious  MifehieHs  on  Wing, 

This  Lumber  fromfome  Precipice  I'll  throw, 

And  dafh  it  on  the  ragged  Flint  below  5 
Whence  my  fi*eed  Soul  to  her  bright  Sphearfhall  fly. 
Through  boundlefi  Orbs,  eternal  Regions  (py, 

And  like  the  Sun,  be  All  one  glorious  Eye. 


[ Exeunt. 
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A Grotto. 

Edmund  and  Regan  amoroujly  Seated^  LiftniHg  to  Mufick. 

Bajl.\  Tf  7 H Y were  thofe  Beauties  made  Another’s  Right 
;\r  V Which  None  can  prize  like  Me  ? charming  Queen 
Take  all  my  blooming  Youth,  for  ever  fold  me 
In  thofe  foft  Arms,  Lull  me  in  endlefi  Sleep 
That  I may  dream  ofpleafures  too  tranfporting 
For  Life  to  bear. 

Reg.  Live,  live,  my  Glojler, 

And  feel  no  Death  but  that  of  fwooning  Joy, 

I yield  thee  BlilTes  on  no  harder  Terms 
Than  that  thou  continue  to  be  Happy. 

Baft.  This  Jealoufie  is  yet  more  kind,  is’t  poffible 
That  I (hould  wander  from  a Paradife 
To  feed  on  fickly  Weeds } fiich  Sweets  live  here 
That  Gonftancy  will  be  no  Vertue  in  me, 

And' yet  muft  I forthwith  go  meet  her  Sifter,  \_Afide. 

To  whom  I muft  proteft  as  much 

Suppofe  it  be  the  feme  j why  beft  of  all. 

And  I have  then  my  Leflbn  ready  conn’d. 

Reg.  Wear  this  Remembrance  of  me — I dare  no  w 

Gives  him  a Ring. 

Abfent  my  felf  no  longer  from  the  Duke 
Whofe  Wound  grows  Dangerous — I hope  Mortal. 

Baji.  And  let  this  happy  Image  of  your  Glojler, 

\_Vulling  out  a Filiure  drops  a Note. 
Lodge  in  that  Breaft  where  all  his  Trealure  lies.  C Exit. 

Reg.  To  this  brave  Youth  a Womans  blooming  beauties 
Are  due  : my  Fool  uforps  my  Bed — What’s  here  ? 
Confofionon  myEyes.  . Reads. 

Where  Merit  is  fo  Tranfparent,  not  to  hehold  it  were  Blind- 
nefs,  and  not  to_  reward  it,  Ingratitude, 

Conerill. 
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Vexatious  Accident ! yet  Fortunate  too, 

My  Jealoufie’s  confirm'd,  and  I am  taught 

To  caft  for  my  Defence Q Enter  an  Officer. 

Now,  what  mean  thofe  Shouts?  and  what  thy  hafty  Entrance? 

Off.  A moft  furprizing  and  a fudden  Change, 

The  Peafants  are  all  up  in  Mutiny, 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  em  on 
To  Storm  your  Palace. 

Eeg.  On  what  Provocation  ? 

Off.  At  laft  day’s  publick  Feftival,  to  which 
The  Yeomen  from  all  Quarters  had  repair’d. 

Old  Glojler^  whom  you  late  depriv’d  of  Sight, 

(His  Veins  yet  Streaming  fre(h)  prefents  himfelf. 

Proclaims  your  Cruelty,  and  their  Oppreffion, 

With  the  King’s  Injuries  5 which  fo  enrag’d  ’em, 

That  now  that  Mutiny  which  long  had  crept 
Takes  Wing,  and  threatens  your  Beft  Pow’rs. 

Reg.  White- liver’d  Slave ! 

Our  Forces  rais’d  and  led  by  Valiant  Edmund ^ 

Shall  drive  this  Monfter  of  Rebellion  back 

To  her  dark  Cell  5 young  Glojlers  Arm  allays 

The  Storm^  his  Father’s  feeble  Breath  did  Raife.  [ Exit^ 

-/ 

The  Field  SCENE,  Enter  Edgar. 

r 

Edg.  The  loweft  and  moft  abjeft:  Thing  of  Fortune 
Stands  ftill  in  Hope,  and  is  fecure  from  Fear, 

The  lamentable  Change  is  from  the  Beft, 

The  Worft  returns  to  Better — who  comes  here 

\^Enter  Glofter,  led hy  an  old  Man. 
My  Father  poorly  led  ? depriv’d  of  Sight, 

The  precious  Stones  torn  from  their  bleeding  Rings ! 

Some-thing  I heard  of  this  inhumane  Deed 
But  disbeliev’d  it,  as  an  Aft  too  horrid 
For  the  hot  Hell  of  a curft  Woman’s  fury. 

When  will  the  mealure  of  my  woes  be  full  ? 

Gloft.  Revenge,  thou  art  afoot,  Succels  attend  Thee. 

Well  have  I fold  my  Eyes,  if  the  Event 
Prove  happy  for  the  injur’d  King. 
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Old  M,  O,  my  good  Lord,  I have  been  your  Tenant,  and 
your  Father  s Tenant  thefe  Fourfcore  years, 

Gloft,  Away,  get  thee  Away,  good  Friend,  be  gone, 

Thy  Comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  All, 

Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  M.  You  cannot  fee  your.  Way. 

Glofi,  I have  no  Way,  and  therefore  want  no  Eyes, 

I {tumbled  when  I faw  : O dear  Son  Edgar ^ 

The  Food  of  thy  abufed  Father  s Wrath, 

Might  I but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  Touch 
I 'd  fey,  I had  Eyes  agen. 

Edg.  Alas,  he’s  fenfible  that  I was  wrong’d. 

And  Ihou’d  I own  my  Self,  his  tender  Heart 
Would  break  betwixt  th’  extreams  of  Grief  and  Joy. 

Old M,  How  now,  who’s  There? 

Edg,  A Charity  for  poor  Tom,  Play  fair,  and  defie  the  foul 
Fiend. 

O Gods ! and  mufl  I (till  perfue  this  Trade,  £ Afide. 

Trifling  beneath  fuch  Loads  of  Mifery  ? 

Old  M,  Tis  poor  mad  Tom, 

Glofi,  In  the  late  Storm  I fuch  a Fellow  faw, 

Which  made  me  think  a Man  a Worm, 

Where  is  the  Lunatick  ? 

Old  M.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Glojl,  Get  thee  now  away,  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  o’re-take  us  hence  a Mile  or  Two 
r th’  way  tow’rd  Dover,  do’t  for  ancient  Love, 

A nd  bring  fome  cov’ring  for  this  naked  Wretch 
Whom  ril  intreat  to  lead  me. 

OldM,  Alack,  my  Lord,  He  s Mad. 

Glojl,  Tis  the  Time  *s  Plague  when  Mad-men  lead  the  Blind. 
Do  as  I bid  thee. 

Old  M,  I *11  bring  him  the  beft  ’Parrel  that  I have 
Come  on ’t  what  will.  £ Exit* 

Glojl,  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow. 

Edg,  Poor  Tom  *s  a cold ; I cannot  fool  it  longer. 

And  yet  I muft blefi  thy  fweet  Eyes  they  Bleed, 

Believe ’t  poor  Tom  ev’n  weeps  his  Blind  to  fee  ’em. 

Glojl,  Know’fl:  thou  the  way  to  Dover  > 

Edg,  Both  Stile  and  Gate,  Horfe-way  and  Foot-path,  poor 

Tom 


Tom  has  been  fear’d  out  of  his  good  Wits  5 blefs  every  true 
Son  from  the  foul  Fiend. 

Glofl.  Here,  take  this  Purfe,  that  I am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  Happier,  Heav’n  deal  lb  ftill. 

Thus  let  the  griping  Uferers  Hoard  be  Scatter’d, 

So  Diftribution  (hall  undo  Excels, 

And  each  Man  have  enough.  Doft  thou  know  Dover  > 
Edg.  I,  Mafter. 

Glojl.  There  is  a Cliff,  whole  high  and  bending  Head 
Looks  dreadfully  down  on  the  roaring  Deep. 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  Brink  of  it, 

And  I ’ll  repair  the  Poverty  thou  bearfl: 

With  Ibmething  Rich  about  me,  from  that  Place 
I lhall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  Arm  : poor  Tom  (hall  guid  thee. 
Glojt.  Soft,  for  I hear  the  Tread  ofPaffengcrs. 

Enter  Kent  and  Cordelia. 

Cord.  Ah  me ! your  Fear’s  too  true,  it  was  the  King 5 
I Ipoke  but  now  with  Ibme  that  met  him 
As  Mad  as  the  vext  Sea,  Singing  aloud. 

Crown’d  with  rank  Femiter  and  furrow  Weeds, 

With  Berries,  Burdocks,  Violets,  Dazies,  Poppies, 

And  all  the  idle  Flow’rs  that  grow 

In  our  liiftaining  Corn,  conduft  me  to  him 

To  prove  my  laft  Endeavours  to  reftore  him. 

And  Heav’n  lb  profper  ;ihee. 

Kent.  I will,  good  Lady. 

Ha,  Glofier\\^rt\ — turn,  poor  dark  Man,  and  hear 
A Friend’s  Condolement,  who  at  Sight  of  thine 
Forgets  his  own  Diftrefi,  thy  old  true  Kent. 

Gloji.  How,  Kent  t from  whence  return’d  ? 

Kent.  I have  not  lince  my  Banifliment  been  abfent. 
But  in  Dilguife  follow’d  the  abandon’d  King; 

’Twas  me  thou  law’ll  with  him  in  the  late  Storm. 

Glofl.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  had  I Eyes  I now. 

Should  weep  for  Joy,  but  let  this  trickling  Blood 
Suffice  inftead  of  Tears. 

Cord.  O mifcryy 
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To  whom  fhall  I complain,  or  in  what  Language  ? 

Forgive,  O wretched  Man,  the  Piety 

That  brought  thee  to  this  pafs,  *twas  I that  caus’d  it, 

I caft  me  at  thy  Feet,  and  beg  of  thee 
To  cruQi  thefe  weeping  Eyes  to  equal  Darknefs, 

If  that  will  give  thee  any  Recompence. 

Edg.  Was  ever  Seafon  (b  diftreft  as  This?  [ AJide. 

Qlofl,  I think  Cordelias  Voice!  rife,  pious  Princefs, 

And  take  a dark  Man’s  Bleffing. 

Cord.  O,  my  Edgar, 

My  Vertue’s  now  grown  Guilty,  works  the  Bane 
Of  thofe  that  do  befriend  me,  Heav  n forfikes  me, 

And  when  you  look  that  Way, it  is  but  Juft 
That  you  (hou* d hate  me  too. 

Edg,  O wave  this  cutting  Speech,  and  fpare  to  wound 
A Heart  that’s  on  the  Rack. 

Glofl.  No  longer  cloud  thee,  Kent,  in  thkt  Difguife, 

There’s  bufinefs  for  thee  and  of  nobleft  weight 5 
Our  injur’d  Country  is  at  length  in  Arms, 

Urg’d  by  the  King’s  inhumane  Wrongs  and  Mine, 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  ’em  on. 

That  Task  be  Thine. 

Edg.  Brave  Britains  then  there ’s  Life  in ’t  yet.  [ Afide. 

Kent,  Then  have  we  one  caft  for  our  Fortune  yet 
Come,  Princefs,  I’ll  beftow  you  with  the  King, 

Then  on  the  Spur  to  Head  thefc  Forces. 

Farewell,  good  Qlofler,  to  our  Conduft truft. 

Cloft,  And  be  your  Caufe  as  Profp’rous  as  tis  Juft.  {^Exeunt, 

GoneriH’r  Palace.  Enter  Gonerill,  Attendants, 

Gon,  It  was  great  Ignorance  Glojlers  Eyes  being  out 
To  let  him  live,  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  Hearts  againft  us,  Edmund  I think  is  gone 
In  pity  to  his  Mifery  to  difpatch  him. 

Gent,  No,  Madam,  he’s  return’d  on  fpeedy  Summons 
Back  to  your  Sifter. 

Gon,  Ha  ! I like  not  That, 

Such  fpeed  muft  have  the  Wings  of  Love  3 where’s  Albany^ 

Gent.  Madam,  within,  but  never  Man  fo  chang’d  y 
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I told  him  of  the  uproar  of  the  Peafints, 

He  fmird  at  it,  when  I inform'd  him 
Of  Glojlers  Treafbn 

Gon.  Trouble  him  no  further, 

It  is  his  coward  Spirit,  back  to  our  Sifter, 

Haften  her  Mufters,  and  let  her  know 
I have  giv’n  the  DiftafFinto  my  Husband  s Hands. 

That  done,  with  fpecial  Care  deliver  thefe  Difpatches 
In  private  to  young  Glojler. 

Enter  a Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  O Madam,  moft  unfeafonable  News, 

^he  Duke  of  Cornwa/h  Dead  of  his  late  Wound, 

Whole  Io(s  your  Sifter  has  in  part  (upply’d. 

Making  brave  Edmund  General  of  her  Forces., 

Gon,  One  way  I like  this  well  y 
But  being  Widow  and  my  Glofler  with  her 
May  blaft  the  promis’d  Harveftofour  Love. 

A word  more,  Sir, add  Speed  to  your  Journey, 

And  if  you  chance  to  meet  with  that  blind  Tray  tor, 

Preferment'  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off.  [ Exeunt. 

Field  SCENE  Glofter  and  Edgar. 

Glojl,  When  (hall  we  come  to  th’  Top  of  that  fame  Hill  ? 

Edg.  We  climb  it  now,  mark  how  we  Labour. 

Gl^.  Methinks  the  Ground  is  even. 

Edg,  Horrible  Steep  3 heark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea  h 

Glojl,  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  Senles  grow  imperfeft, 

By  your  Eyes  Anguilh. 

Glojl.  So  may  it  be  indeed, 

Methinks  thy  Voice  is  alter’d,  and  thou  fpeak’ft 
In  better  Phrafe  and  Matter  than  thou  did’ft. 

Edg.  You  are  much  deceiv’d,  in  nothing  am  I Alterd 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Glojl.  Methinks  y’are  better  Spoken. 

Edg,  Gome  on,  Sir,  here’s  the  Place,  how  fearfull 
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And  dizy  ’tis  to  caft  one’s  Eyes  fo  Low. 

The  Crows  and  Choughs  that  wing  the  Mid-way  Air 
Shew  fcarce  fo  big  as  Beetles,  half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Sampire,  dreadfull  Trade  ! 

The  Fiftier  men  that  walk  upon  the  Beach 
Appear  like  Mice,  and  yon  tall  Anchoring  Barque 
Seems  leflen  d to  her  Cock,  her  Cock  a Buoy 
Almoft  too  fmail  for  Sight  5 the  murmuring  Surge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high,  I’ll  look  no  more 
Left  my  Brain  turn,  and  the  diforder  make  me 
Tumbledown  head  long. 

Gloji.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  You  are  now  within  a Foot  ofth’extream  Verge. 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  I wou’d  not  now 
Leap  forward. 

GloJl.  Let  go  my  Hand, 

Here,  Friend,  is  another  Purfe,  in  it  a Jewel 
Well  worth  a poor  Man’s  taking  3 get  thee  further. 

Bid  me  Farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Fare  you  well,  Sir, that  I do  Trifle  thus 

With  this  his  Defpair  is  with  Defign  to  cure  it. 

Glofi,  Thus,  mighty  Gods,  this  World  I do  renounce. 
And  in  your  Sight  (hake  my  Affliftions  off  3 
If  I cou’d  bear ’em  longer  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  Wills , 

My  Snuff  and  feebler  Part  of  Nature  (hou’d 
Burn  it  ftlf  out  3 if  Edgar  Live,  O Blefi  him. 

Now,  Fellow,  fare  thee  well. 

Edg.  Gone,  Sir  ! Farewell. 

And  yet  I know  not  how  Conceit  may  rob 

The  Treafury  of  Life,  had  he  been  where  he  thought. 

By  this  had  Thought  been  paft — Alive,  or  Dead  ? 

Hoa  Sir,  Friend  3 hear  you,  Sir,  fpeak 

Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed — yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

GloJl,  Away,  and  let  me  Die. 

Edg.  Hadft  thou  been  ought  butCofmore,  Feathers,  Air, 
Falling  (b  many  Fathom  down 
Thou  hadft  Shiver’d  like  an  Egg  3 but  thou  doft  breath 
Haft  heavy  Subftance,  bleedft  not,  f^ak’ft,  art  (bund  3 
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Thy  Live’s  a Miracle. 

Glojt.  But  have  I fain  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  Summer  of  this  chalky  Bourn : 

Look  up  an  Height,  the  Shrill-tun’d  Lark  fo  high 
Cannot  be  feen,  or  heard  j do  but  look  up. 

Glofl.  Alack,  I have  no  Eyes. 

Is  vpretchednels  depriv’d  that  Benefit 
To  End  it  felfby  Death 
Edg.  Give  me  your  Arm. 

Up,  lb,  how  is’t  ? feel  you  your  Legs  ? you  ftand. 

Glofl.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  Upon  the  Crow  o’th’  Cliff,  what  Thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Glofl.  A poor  unfortunate  Begger. 

Edg.  As  I ftood  here  below,  me-thought  his  Eyes 
Were  two  Full  Moons,  wide  Noftrils  breathing  Fire. 

It  waslbme  Fiend,  therefore  thou  happy  Father, 

Think  that  th'all-powerfull  Gods  who  make  them  Honours 
Of  Mens  Impoffibilities  have  prelerv’d  thee. 

Glofl.  ’Tis  wonderfull  5 henceforth  I ’ll  bear  AfBidion 
Till  it  expire  5 the  Goblin  which  you  (peak  of, 

I took  it  for  a Man  : oft-times  ’twould  fay. 

The  Fiend,  the  Fiend : He  led  me  to  that-  Place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  Thoughts : but  who  comes  here? 


Enter  Lear,  a Coronet  of  Flowers  on  his  Head.  Wreaths 
and  Garlands  about  him. 


Lear.  No,  no,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  Coyning,  I am  the 
King  Himfelfi 

Edg.  O piercing  Sight. 

Lear.  Nature’s  above  Art  in  that  Refpeft  j There’s  your- 
Prels-money : that  Fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a Cow-keeper, 

draw  me  a Clothier’s'  yard.  A Moufe,  aMoufe^  peace 

hoa : there’s  my  Gauntlet,  I’ll  prove  it  on  a Giant ; bring  up  the 
brown  Bills:  O well  flown  Bird  , i’th’  White,  i’th’.  White  — 
Hewgh!  give  the  Word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjorum. 

Lear.  Pafi. 

Glofl.  I know  that  Voice. 
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Lear.  Ha  ! Gonerill  with  a white  Beard  ! they  flatter*d  me  like 
a Dog,  and  told  me  I had  white  Hairs  on  my  Chin,  before  the 
Black  ones  were  there  3 to  fay  I and  No  to  every  thing  that  I 
laid,  I and  No  too  was  no  good  Divinity.  When  the  Rain  came 
once  to  wet  me,  and  the  Winds  to  make  me  Chatter  5 Vv^hen  the 
Thunder  wou'd  not  Peace  at  my  Bidding.  There  I found ’em, 
there  I finelt’em  out^  go  too,  they  are  not  men  of  thefr  words, 
They  told  me  I was  a King,  ’tis  a Lie,  I am  not  Ague  proof 
Glofi.  That  Voice  I well  remember,  is’t  not  the  King’s 
Lear.  1,  every  Inch  a King,  when  I do  Stare 
See  how  the  Subjed  quakes. 

I pardon  that  Man’s  Life,  what  was  the  Caufe  ? 

Adultery  ? Thou  (halt  not  Die.  Die  for  Adultery ! 

The  Wren  goes  to’t,  and  the  finall  gilded  Flie 
Engenders  in  my  Sight : Let  Copulation  thrive. 

For  Glofter\  Baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Father 
Than  were  my  Daughters  got  i’th’  lawfull  Bed. 

To 't  Luxury,  pell  raell,  for  I lack  Souldiers. 

Glojl.  Not  all  my  Sorrows  pad  fo  deep  have  toucht  me. 

As  the  fad  Accents ; Sight  were  now  a Torment 

Lear.  Behold  that  (imp  ring  Lady,  (he  that  ftarts 
At  Pleafures  Name,  and  thinks  her  Ear  profan’d 
With  the  lead  wanton  Word,  wou’d  you  belieVe  it, 

The  Fitcher  nor  the  pamper’d  Steed  goes  to’t 
With  fuch  a riotous  Appetite : down  from  the  Wad  they  are 
Centaurs,  t ho  Women  all  Above  5 but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  Gods 
inherit,  beneath  is  all  the  Fiends  5 There ’s  Hell,  there  s Dark- 

nefs,  the  Sulphurous  unfathom’d Fie ! fie  ! pah! an 

Ounce  of  Civet,  good  Apothecary,  to  fweeten  my  Imagina- 
tion— There’s  Money  for  thee. 

Glojl.  Let  me  kifs  that  Hand. 

Lear.  Let  we  wipe  it  fird  5 it  fmells  of  Mortality. 

Glojl.  Speak,  Sir  5 do  you  know  me  } 

Lear.  I remember  thy  Eyes  well  enough  : Nay,  do  thy  word, 
h\\nd  Cupid,  I’ll  not  Love — read  me  this  Challenge,  mark  but 
the  penning  of  it.  " 

Glojl.  Were  all  the  Letters  Suns  I cou’d  not  fee. 

Edg.  I wou’d  not  take  this  from  Report : wretched  Cordelia, 
What  will  thy  Vertue  do  when  thou  (halt  find 
This  fre(h  Affliction  added  to  the  Tale 
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Of  thy  unparrallel’d  Griefs, 

Lear,  Read. 

Glofi.  What  with  this  Cafe  of  Eyes  ? 

Lear.  O ho!  are  you  there  with  me  ? no  Eyes  in  your  Head, 
and  no  money  in  your  Purle?  yet  you  fee  how  this  World  goes. 

Glojl.  I fee  it  Feelingly. 

Lear.  What.^  art  Mad  } a Man  may  fee  how  this  World  goes 
with  no  Eyes.  Look  with  thy  Ears,  fee  how  yon  Juftice  rails  on 
that  Ample  Thief 5 (hake  em  together,  and  the  firfl:  that  drops, 

be  it  Thief  or  Juftice,  is  a Villain.  Thou  haft  feen  a Farmer’s 

Dog  bark  at  a Beggar. 

Gloft.  I,  Sir. 

Lear,  And  the  Man  ran  from  the  Curr  5 there  thou  mightft  be- 
hold the  great  Image  of  Authority,  a Dog’s  obey’d  in  Office* 
Thou  Rafcal,  Beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  Hand , why  doft  thou 
Lafh  that  Strumpet  ? thou  hotly  Luft’ft  to  enjoy  her  in  that  kind 
for  which  thou  whipfther,  do,  do,  the  Judge  that  fentenc’d  her 
has  been  before-hand  with  thee. 

Glofi.  How  ftiff  is  my  vile  Senfe  that  yields  not  yet  > 

Lear,  I tell  thee  the  Ufurer  hangs  the  Couz’ner,  through  tat- 
ter’d Robes  fmall  Vices  do  appear.  Robes  and  Fur-gowns  hide 
All ; Place  Sins  with  Gold,  why  there  ’tis  for  thee,  my  Friend, 
make  much  of  it,  it  has  the  Pow’r  to  feal  the  Accufer’s  Lips.  Get 
thee  glafi  Eyes,  and  like  a fcurvy  Politician,  feem  to  fee  the 
Things  thou  doft  not.  Pull,  pull  off  my  Boots,  hard,  harder, 
fb,  fb. 

Glofi.  O Matter  and  Impertinency  mixt 
Reafon  in  Madnefs. 

Lear,  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  Fortunes  take  my  Eyes, 

I know  thee  well  enough,  thy  Name  is  Glofier. 

Thou  muft  be  patient,  we  came  Crying  hither 
Thou  knowft,  the  firft  time  that  We  taft  the  Air 
We  Wail  and  Cry I ’ll  preach  to  thee,  Mark. 

Edg.  Break  lab’ring  Heart. 

Lear,  When  we  are  Born  we  Cry  that  we  are  come 
T o this  great  Stage  of  F ools. 

Enter  Two  or  Three  Gentlemen.  * 

Gent.  O here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him,  Sir, 

H Your 


50  BTf  N G LEAR, 

Y our  cleared:  Daughter  (ends  

Lear,  No  Refcue  > what,  a Prifoner  ? I am  even  the  natural 
F ool  of  Fortune  ; life  me  well,  you  (hall  have  Hanforae — let 
me  have  Surgeons,  Oh  1 am  cut  to  th*  Brains. 

Gent,  You  (hall  have  any  Thing. 

Lear,  No  Second’s  ? all  my  Self?  I will  Die  bravely  like  a - 
iniug  Bridegroom,  flu(ht  and  pamper’d  as  a Prieft’s  Whore.  I am 
a King,  my  Mafters,  know  ye  that  ? 

Gent,  You  are  a Royal  one,  and  we  Obey  you. 

Lear,  It  were  an  excellent  Stratagem  to  Shoe  aTroop  of  Horfe 
with  Felt,  I’ll  put  in  proof — noNoife,  noNoife — now  will 
we  fteal  upon  thefe  Sons  in  Law,  and  then  — Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  I 

[ Ex,  Running, 

Glofl,  A Sight  mod  moving  in  the  meaneft  Wretch, 

Pad  (peaking  in  a King.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you? 

Edg,  A mod  poor  Man  made  tame  to  Fortune’s  drokes. 

And  prone  to  Pity  by  experienc’d  Sorrows  5 give  me  your 
Hand. 

Glojl,  You  ever  gentle  Gcxls  take  my  Breath  from  me, 

And  let  not  my  ill  Genius  tempt  me  more 
To  Die  before  you  pleafe. 

Enter  GonerillV  Gentleman-Vjher,^ 

Gent.  A proclaim’d  Prize,^  O mod  happily  met. 

That  Eye-lefi  Head  of  thine  was  fird  fram’cJ  Flefli 
To  raife  my  Fortunes  5 Thou  old  unhappy  Traytor, 

The  Sword  is  out  that  mud  Dedroy  thee. 

G/qfi,  Now  let  thy  friendly  Hand  put  Strength  enough  to’t. 

. Gent,  Wherefore,  bold  Peafant, 

Dard  thou  fupport  a publifht  Traytor,  hence. 

Led  I dedroy  Thee  too.  Let  go  his  Arm. 

Er/g,  ’Chill  not  Let  go  Zir,  without/vurther  ’Cafion. 

Gent,  Let  go  Slave,  or  thou  Dyed. 

Er/g,  Good  Gentleman  go  your  Gate,  and  let  poor  Volk  pa6,v 
and’Chu’d  ha’  bin  Zwagger’d  out  of  my  Life  it  wou’d  not  a bin 
zo  long  as  ’tis  by  a Vort-night  — - — Nay,  an’  thou  corn’d  near 
th’  old  Man,  I ’ce  try  whether  your  Godard  or  my  Ballow  be  th’ 
harder. 

Gent.  Out,  Dunghill. 

£4. ’Chill 
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EJg.  ’Chill  pick  your  Teeth,  Zir  3 Come,  no  matter  vor  your 
Voines. 

Gent.  Slave,  thou  haft  Slain  me  3 oh  untimely  Death. 

Edg.  I know  thee  well,  a ferviceable  Villain, 

A«  duteous  to  the  Vices  of  thy  Miftrefi 
As  Luft  cou’d  wifti. 

Glofl.  What,  is  he  Dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you,  Sir,  and  reft  you. 

This  is  a Letter  Carrier,  and  may  have 
Some  Papers  of  Intelligence  that  may  ftand 

Our  Party  in  good  ftead,  to  know what’s  here  ? 

[ Takes  a Letter  out  of  his  Pocket,  opens , and  reads.  • 
To  Edmund  ^zv\  of  Glcfler. 

Let  our  Mutual  Loves  le  rememhred,  you  have  many  opportu 
nities  to  Cut  him  off,  if  he  return  the  Conqueror  then  I 
am  flill  a Prifoner,  and  his  Bed  my  Goal,  from  the  loath'd 
Warmth  of  which  deliver  me,  and fupply  the  Place  for  your 
Labour. 

Gonerill. 

A Plot  upon  her  Husband’s  Life, 

And  the  Exchange  my  Brother — here  i’th’  Sands. 

I’ll  rake  thee  up  thou  Meffenger  of  Luft, 

Griev’d  only  that  thou  hadft  no  other  Deaths-man. 

In  Time  and  Place  convenient  I ’ll  produce 
Thefe  Letters  to  the  Sight  of  th’  injur’d  Duke 
As  beft  fhall  ferve  our  Purpofe  3 Come,  your  Hand. 

Far  off  methinks  I hear  the  beaten  Drum, 

Come,  Sir,  I will  beftow  you  with  a Friend.  [^Exeunt. 

A Chamber.  Lear  a Sleep  on  a Couch  3 Cordelia,  and  At-  * 
tendants  /landing  by  him. 

Cord.  His  Sleep  is  found,  and  may  have  good  Effeft: 

To  Cure  his  jarring  Senfes,  and  repair 
This  Breach  of  Nature. 

Phyf.  We  have  employ’d  the  utmoft  Pow’r  of  Art, 

And  this  deep  Reft  will  perfeft  our  Defign. 

Cord.  O Regan,  Gonerill,  inhumane  Sifters, 

Had  he  not  been  your  Father,  thefe  white  Hairs 
Had  challeng’d  lure  fome  pity,  was  this  a Face 
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To  be  expos’d  againft  the  jarring  Winds? 

My  Enemy’s  Dog  though  he  had  bit  me  ftiou’d 

Have  ftood  that  Night  againft  my  Fire he  wakes,  (peak 

to  him. 

. Gent,  Madam,  do  you,  ’tis  fitted:. 

Cord.  How  do’s  my  royal  Lord  ? how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

- Lear,  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o’th’  Grave. 

Ha  / is  this  too  a World  of  Cruelty  ? 

1 know  my  Priviledge,  think  not  that  I will 
Be  us’d  (till  like  a wretched  Mortal,  no. 

No  more  of  That. 

Cord,  Speak  to  me,  Sir,  who  am  I ? 

Lear.  You  are  a Soul  in  Blifi,  but  I am  bound 
Jlpon  a wheel  of  Fire,  which  my  own  Tears 
Do  Icald  like  Molten  Lead. 

' Cord.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear,  You  are  a Spirit,  I know,  where  did  you  Die? 

Cord,  Still,  (till,  far  wide. 

Lhyf,  Madam,  he’s  (carce  awake  3 he’ll  ibon  grow,  more 
compos’d. 

Lear,  Where  have  I been  ? where  am  I ? fair  Day-light ! 

I am  mightily  abus’d,  I ftiou’d  ev’n  Die  with  pity 
To  fee  Another  thus.  I will  not  fwear 
Thefe  are  my  Hands. 

Cord,  O look  upon  me,  Sir, 

And  hold  your  Hands  in  Bleffing  o’re  me,  nay,^  : 

You  muft  not  kneel.  • 

Lear,  Pray  do  not  mock  me^ 

I am  a very  foolifh  fond  Old  Man, 

Fourfeore  and  upward,  and  to  deal  plainly  with  you, 

I fear  I am  not  in  my  perfeft  Mind. 

Cord,  Nay,  then  farewell  to  patience  3 witnefi  for  me 
Ye  mighty  Pow’rs,  I ne’re  complain’d  till  now ! 

Lear,  ,Methinks  I fhou’d  know  you,  and  know  this  Man, 

Yet  I am  Doubtful!,  for  I am  mainly  Ignorant 

What  Place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I have 

Remembers  not  thefe^ Garments,  nor  do  I know 

Where  I did  Sleep  laft  Night- — — pray  do  not  mock  me — 

For,  as  I am  a Man,  I think  that  Lady 
To  be  my  Child  Cordelia. 
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Cord,  O my  dear,  dear  father ! 

Lear,  Be  your  Tears  wet?  yes  faith  5 pray  do  not  weep, 

I know  I havegiv’n  thee  Caufe,  and  ara'fo  humbled 
With  CrofTes  fince,  that  I cou’d  ask 
Forgivenefi  of  thee  were  it  poffible 
That  thou  cou’dft  grant  it,  but  Tm  well  affufd 
Thou  canft  not  5 therefore  I do  (land  thy  Juftice, 

If  thou  haft  Poyfonfor  me  I will  Drink  ir, 

Blefs  thee  and  Die. 

Cord,  O pity,  Sir,  a bleeding  Heart,  and  ceafe 
This  killing  Language.  - 

Lear,  Tell  me,  Friends,  where  am  I ? 

Gent,  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear,  Do  not  Abufe  me. 

Gent.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam,  for  the  Violence 
Of  his  Diftemper's  part  5 we’ll  lead  him  in 
Nor  trouble  him,  till  he  is  better  Setled. 

Wilt  pleafo  you,  Sir,  walk  into  freer  Air. 

Lear.  You  muft  tear  with  me,  I am  Old  and  Foolifti. 

Q They  lead  him  off. 

Cord.  The  Gods  reftore  you^ — heark,  I hear  afar 
The  beaten  Drum,  Old  Kent  \ a Man  of ’s  Word.  , 

0 for  an  Arm 

Like  the  fierce  Thunderer’s,  when  th’  earth-born  Sons. 

Storm’d  Heav’n,  to  fight  this  injur’d  Father’s  Battle. 

That  I cou’d  (hift  my  Sex,  and  die  me  deep 
In  his  Oppoftr’s  Blood,  but  as  I may 
With  Womens  Weapons,  Piety  and  Pray’rs, 

1 ’ll  aid  his  Caufe You  never-erring  Gods 

Fight  on  his  fide,  and  Thunder  on  his  Foes 
Such  Tempeft  as  his  poor  ag’d  Head  fuftain’d. 

Your  Image  fuffers  when  a Monarch  bleeds. 

*Tis  your  own  Caufe,  for  that  your  Succours  bring. 

Revenge  your  Selves,  and  right  an  injur’d  King. 

End  of  the  Fourth  AS. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE,  A Camp. 

'Enter  Gonerill  and  Attendmts,  ' ' 

Gon,  U R.  Sifters  Pow  rs  already  are  arriv’d , 

And'She  her  (elf  has  promis’d  to  prevent 
The  Night  with  her  Approach  ; have  you  provided 
The  Banquet  I belpoke  for  her  Reception 
At  my  Tent  ? ’ 

Att,  So,  plea(e  your  Grace,  we  have. 

Gon.  But  thou,  my  Poyftier,  muft  prepare  the  Bowl 
That  Crowns  this  Banquet,  when  our  Mirth  is  high, 

The  Trumpets  (bunding  and  the  Flutes  replying, 

Then  is  the  Time  to  give  this  fatal  Draught 
To  this  imperious  Sifter , if  then  our  Arms  fucceed, 

Edmund  more  dear  than  Victory  is  mine. 

But  if  Defeat  or  Death  it  felf  attend  me. 

Twill  charm  my  Ghoft  to  think  I Ve  left  behind  me  \tfimpdi. 
No  happy  Rival ; heark,  (he  comes.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Baftard  tn  his  Tent. 

Baft.  To  both  the(e  Sifters  have  I fworn  my  Love, 

Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  Stung ' 

Are  of  the  Adder , neither  can  be  held 
If  both  remain  Alive  5 where  (hall  I fix  > 

Cornwall  is  Dead,  and  Regans  empty  Bed 
Seems  caft  by  Fortune  for  me,  but  already 
I have  enjoy’d  her,  and  bright  Gonerill 
With  equal  Charms  brings  dear  variety. 

And  yet  untafted  Beauty  : I will  u(e 

Her  Husband’s  Countenance  for  the  Battail,  then 

IKurp  at  once  his  Bed  and  Throne.  [ Enter  Officers. 

My  trufty  Scout?  y’  arc  well  return’d,  have  ye  delery’d 


55 


KING  LEAR. 

The  Strength  and  Pofture  of  the  Enemy  ? 

Off.  We  have,  and  were  furpriz'd  to  find 
The  Jbani(ht  Kent  return’d,  and  at  their  Head  5 
Your  Brother  Edgar  on  the  Rear  5 Old  Glofier 
( a moving  Speftacle)  led  through  their  Ranks, 

Whole  pow’rfull  Tongue,  and  more  prevailing  Wrongs, 

Have  fo  enrag’d  their  ruftick  Spirits,  that  with 
Th’  approaching  Dawn  wemuft  expeft  their  Battle, 

Baji.  You  bring  a welcome  Hearing  5 Each  to  his  Charge. 

Line  well  your  Ranks  and  ftand  on  your  Award, 

-To  Night  repofe  you,  and  i’th’Morn  we ’ll  give 
The  Sun  a Sight  that  (hall  be  worth  his  Rifing. 

SCENE,  A Valley  near  the  Camp. 

Enter  and-G\o{iQX. 

Edg.  Here,  Sir,  takeyou  the  (hadowofthis  Tree  ' 

For  your  good  Hoft,  pray  that  the  Right  may  thrive : 

If  ever  I return  to  you  again 

I’ll  bring  you  Comfort.  [.Exit,\. 

Glojl.  Thanks,  friendly  Sir 
The  Fortune  your  good  Caufe  deferves  betide  you. 

An  Alarum  , after  which  Glofter  [peaks. 

The  Fight  grows  hot  3 the  whole  War’s  now  at  Work, 

And  the  goat’d  Battle  bleeds  in  every  Vein, 

Whilfl:  Drums  and  Trumpets  drown  loud  Slaughters  Roar : 
Where’s  Glojl er  now  that  us’d  to  head  the  Fray, 

And  (cour  the  Ranks  where  deadlieft  Danger  lay  ? 

Here  like  a Shepherd  in  a lonely  Shade, 

Idle,  unarm’d,  and  liftning  to  the  Fight. 

Yet  the  difabled  Courier,  Maim’d  and  Blind, 

When  to  his  Stall  he  hears  the  ratling  War, 

Foaming  with  Rage  tears  up  the  batter’d  Ground, 

And  tugs  for  Liberty. 

No  more  of  Shelter,  thou  blind  Worm,  but  forth 
To  th’  open  Field  3 the  War  may  cojne  this  way 
And  crulh  thee  into  Refo.-^  Here  lay  , thee  down 

Aijd.l 
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And  tear  the  Earth,  that  work  befits  a Mole. 

O dark  Defpair ! when,  Edgar,  wilt  thou  come 

To  pardon  and  di(mi(s  me  to  the  Grave ! A Retreat  Jounded, 

Heark  ! a Retreat,  the  King  has  Loft  or  Won. 


'Re-enter  Edgar,  bloody. 


Edg.  Away,  old  Man,  give  me  your  Hand,  away  ! 

King  Lear  has  loft.  He  and  his  Daughter  tanc, 

And  this,  ye  Gods,  is  all  that  I can  (ave 

Of  this  moft  precious  Wreck : give  me  your  Hand. 

Glofi.  No  farther,  Sir,  a Man  may  Rot  even  here. 

Edg,  What?  in  ill  Thoughts  again?  Men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence  ev’n  as  their  coming  hither. 

Glojl,  And  that’s  true  too.  r Exeunt, 

Flourijh,  Enter  in  Conquejl,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Baftard.— 
Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia  Prifoners, 

All,  It  is  enough  to  have  Conquer’d,  Cruelty 
Shou’d  ne’re  fiirvive  the  Fight,  Captain  o’th’  Guards 
Treat  well  your  royal  Prifoners  till  you  have 
Our  further  Orders,  as  you  hold  our  Pleafure. 

Gon,  Heark,  Sir,  not  as  you  hold  our  Husbands  pleafure 

To  the  Captain  afide. 

But  as  you  hold  your  Life,  difpatch  your  Prisoners. 

Our  Empire  can  have  no  fiire  Settlement 
But  in  their  Death,  the  Earth  that  covers  them 
Binds  faft  our  Throne.  Let  me  hear  they  are  Dead. 

Capt,  I (hall  obey  your  Orders. 

Bafi,  Sir,  I approve  it  fafeft  to  pronounce 
Sentence  of  Death  upon  this  wretched  King, 

Whofe  Age  has  Charms  in  it,  his  Title  more. 

To  draw  the  Commons  once  more  to  his  Side,  ^ 

' r were  beft  prevent 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  Favour, 

I hold  you  but  a Subjeft  of  this  War, 

Not  as  a Brother. 

Reg,  That’s  as  we  lift  to  Grace  him.  ’ 

Have  you  forgot  that  He  did  lead  our  Powers  ? 


Bore 
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Bore  the  Commiffion  of  our  Place  and  Per(bn  ? 

And  that  Authority  may  well  ftand  up 
And  call  it  felf  your  Brother. 

Not  (b  hot, 

In  his  own  Merits  he  exalts  himfelf 
More  than  in  your  Addition. 

Enter  Edgar,  dijguifed, 

Aik  What  art  Thou? 

Edg,  Pardon  me,  Sir,  that  I prefijme  toftop 
A Prince  and  Conquerour,  yet  e*er  you  Triumph, 

Give  Ear  to  what  a Stranger' can  deliver 
Of  what  concerns  you  more  than  Triumph  can. 

I do  impeach  your  General  there  of  Treafon, 

Lord  Edmund^  that  ufiirps  the  Name  of  Glojier^ 

Of  fowled  Praftice  gainft  your  Life  and  Honour  5 
This  Charge  is  True,  and  wretched  though  I feem 
I can  produce  a Champion  that  will  prove 
In  Angle  Combat  what  I do  avouch  5 
If  Edmund  dares  but  truft  his  Caufe  and  Sword. 

Baji.  What  will  not  Edmund  dare,  my  Lord,  I beg 
The  favour  that  you  d inftantly  appoint 
The  Place  where  I may  meet  this  Challenger, 

Whom  I will  facrifice  to  my  wrong  d Fame, 

Remember,  Sir,  that  injur'd  Honour  s nice 
And  cannot  brook  delay. 

Alb,  Anon,  before  our  Tent,  1 th’  Army’s  view. 

There  let  the  Herald  cry. 

Edg.  I thank  your  Highnefs  in  my  Champion  s Name, 
He’ll  wait  your  Trumpet  s call. 

Aik  Lead.  [Exeunt, 

Manent^  Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  guarded. 


Yet 


Lear.  O Kent^  Cordelia  ! 

You  are  the  onely  Pair  that  I e’er  wrong’d. 
And  the  juft  Gods  have  made  you  WitnefTes 
Of  my  Difgrace,  the  very  ftiame  of  Fortune, 
To  fee  me  chain’d  and  (hackled  at  thefe  years ! 
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Yet  were  you  but  Speftatours  of  my  Woes, 

Not  fellow- fufFerers,  all  were  well ! 

Cord.  This  language,  Sir,  adds  yet  to  our  AfRidion. 

Lear.  Thou,  Kent^  didft  head  the  Troops  that  fought  my  Battel, 
Expos’d  thy  Life  and  Fortunes  for  a Matter 
That  had  (as  I remember)  banittit  Thee. 

Kent,  Pardon  me.  Sir,  that  once  I broke  your  Orders, 
Banifht  by  you,  I kept  me  here  difguis’d 
To  watch  your  Fortunes,  and  proteft  your  Perfbn, 

You  know  you  entertain’d  a rough  blunt  Fellow, 

One  and  you  thought  he  did  you  Service. 

Lear,  My  trutty  Cajus^  I have  loft  him  too  ! [IVeeps. 

’Twas  a rough  Honefty.  . 

Kent,  I'wzsxhzX.Cajus^  ' - 

Diiguis’d  in  that  courfe  Drels  fo  follow  you. 

Lear,  My  Caju4  too  ! wer’t  thou  my  trutty 
Enough,  enough-^ 

Cord,  Ah  me,  he  faints ! his  Blood  forfakes  his  Cheek, 

Help,  Kent 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  (hall  not  fee  us  weep, 

We’Jl  fee  them  rot  firft, — Guards  lead  away  to  Prifon, 

Come,  Kent.,  Cordelia  come. 

We  Two  wdll  fit  alone,  like  Birds  i’th’  Cage^, 

When  Thou  doft  ask  me  Blefling,  I’ll  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  Thee  Forgivenefs  5 Thus  we’ll  live, 

And  Pray,  and  Sing,  and  tell  old  Tales,  and  Laugh 

At  gilded  Butter-flies,  hear  Sycophants 

Talk  of  Court  News,  and  we’ll  talk  with  them  too. 

Who  lofes,  and  who  wins,  who’s  in,  who’s  out, 

And  take  upon  us  the  Myftery  of  Things 
As  if  we  were  Heav’ns  Spies. 

Cord,  Upon  fuch  Sacrifices 
The  Gods  themfelves  throw  Incenfe. 

Lear.  Have  I caught  ye  ? 

He  that  parts  us  mutt  bring  a Brand  from  Heav’n. 

Together  we’ll  out-toil  the  fpight  of  Hell, 

And  Die  the  Wonders  of  the  World  3 Away. 

[Exe^mt.  guarded, 

Llourijt) : . 
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Floufijh : Enter  before  the  Tents^  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan, 
Guards  and  Attendants  ^ Gonerill  /peaking  apart  to  the 
Captain  of  the  Guards  entring. 

Gon.  Here’s  Gold  for  Thee,  Thou  knowft  our,  late  Command 
Upon  your  Pris’ners  Lives,  about  it  ftreight,  and  at 
Our  Evening  Banquet  let  it  raift  our  Mirth 
To  hear  that  They  are  Dead. 

. Capt,  I (hall  not  fail  your  Orders.  [Ex. 

Albany,  Gon.  Reg.  tak^  their  Seats. 

Aik  Now,G/<^^r,trufttothy  fingle  Vertue,  for  thy  Souldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  Name,  have  in  my  Name 
Took  their  Difcharge  5 now  let  our  Trumpets  fpeak. 

And  Herald  read  out  This.  [Herald  Reads. 

If  any  Man  of  ^fmlity^  within  the  Lijis  of  the  Army^  wiU  main^ 
tain  upon  Edmund,  fupposd  Earl  of  Glofter,  that  he  is  a ma- 
nifold  Traytour^  let  him  appear  by -the  third  found  of  the 
Trumpet  ^ He  is  bold  in  his  Defence.  Agen. 

I 

[Trumpet  Anfrvers  from  vpithin. 

Enter  Edgar,  Arm'd. 

Alb.  Lord  Edgar  ! 

Bafi.  Ha ! my  Brother ! 

This  is  the  onely  Combatant  that  I cou’d  fear  5 
For  in  my  Breaft  Guilt  Duels  on  his  fide. 

But,  Confcience,  what  have  I to  do  with  Thee  ? 

Awe  Thou  thy  dull  Legitimate  Slaves,  but  I 
Was  born  a Libertine,  and  fo  I keep  me. 

Edg.  My  noble  Prince,  a word — e’er  we  engage 
Into  your  Highnels’s  Hands  I give  this  Paper, 

It  will  the  truth  of  my  Impeachment  prove 
Whatever  be  my  fortune  in  the  Fight. 

Alb.  We  lhall  perule  it. 

Edg.  Now,  Edmund,  draw  thy  Sword, 

I 2 
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That  if  my  Speech  has  wrong’d  a noble  Heart, 

Thy  Arm  may  doe  thee  Juftice  ; here  i'th’  prefence 
Of  this  high  Prince,  thele  Queens,  and  this  crown’d*  Lift, 
I brand  thee  with  the  fpotted  name  of  Tray  tour, 

Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  Father  and  thy  Brother, 

And  what  is  more,  thy  Friend  ^ falfe  to  this  Prince: 

If  then  Thou  (har’ft  a fpark  of  Glojiers  Vertue, 

Acquit  thy  felf,  or  if  Thou  ftiar’ft  his  Courage, 

Meet  this  Defiance  bravely. 

Baji,  And  dares  Edgar^ 

The  beaten  routed  Edgar^  brave  his  Conquerour  ? 

From  all  thy  Troops  and  Thee,  I forc’t  the  Field, 

Thou  haft  loft  the  gen’ral  Stake,  and  art  Thou  now 
Gome  with  thy  petty  Angle  Stock  to  play 
This  after- Game  ? 

Edg,  Half-blooded  Man, 

Thy  Father’s  Sin  firft,  then  his  Punifhment, 

The  dark  and  vicious  Place  where  be  begot  thee 
Coft  him  his  Eyes : from  thy  licentious  Mother 
Thou  draw’ft  thy  Villany  5 but  for  thy  part 
Of  Glojiers  Blood,  I hold  thee  worth  roy  Sword. 

B.1JI.  Thou  bear’ft  thee  on  thy  Mother’s  Piety, 

Which  I defpife  5 thy  Mother  being  chafte 
Thou  art  affur’d  Thou  art  but  Glojiers  Son , 

But  mine,  difdaining  Conftancy,  leaves  me 
To  hope  that  I am  fprung  from  nobler  Blood, 

V And  poflibly  a King  might  be  my  Sire ; 

But  be  ray  Birth’s  uncertain  Chance  as  ’twill, 

Who  ’twas  that  had  the  hit  to  Father  me 
I know  not  5 ’tis  enough  that  I am  I : 

Of  this  one  thing  I’m  certain- that  I have 

A daring  Soul,  and  (b  have  at  thy  Heart 
Sound  Trumpet.  Baftard  fa!/s,. 

Gof7,  and  Reg.  Save  him,  lave  him. 

Go;7,  This  was  Pradtice,  GloJiet\ 

Thou  v^^on’ft  the  Field,  and  waft  not  bound  to  Fight 
A vanquiftit  Enemy,  Thou  art  not  Conquer’d 
But  couz’ned  and  betray’d. 

AIL  Shut  your  Mouth,  Lady, 

Or  with  this  Paper  I (hall  ftop  it hold,  Sir, 
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Thou  worfe  than  any  Name,  reade  thy  own  evil, 

No  Tearing,  Lady,  I perceive  you  know  it. 

Say  if  I do,  who  (hall  arraign  me  for’t  > 

The  Laws  are  Mine,  not  Thine. 

AIL  Moft  monftrous ! ha,  Thou  know’ft  it  too; 

Baji,  Ask  me  not  what  I know, 

I have  not  Breath  to  Anfwer  idle  ^ueftions. 

AIL  I have  refolv'd- — your  Right,  brave  Sir,  has  conquer’d, 

\To  Edgar. 

Along  with  me,  I muft  confult  your  Father. 

[Ex,  Albany  a^d  Edgar- 

Reg.  Help  every  Hand  to  fave  a noble  Life  5 
My  half  o’th’  Kingdom  for  a Man  of  Skill 
To  flop  this  precious  ftream. 

BaJI.  Away  ye  Empericks, 

Torment  me  not  with  your  vain  Offices ; 

The  Sword  has  pierc  t too  far  3 Legitimacj/ 

At  laft  has  got  it.  . 

Reg.  The  Pride  of  Nature  Dies. 

Gon.  Away,  the  minutes  are  too  precious, 

Difturb  us  not  with  thy  impertinent  Sorrow. 

Reg.  Art  Thou  my  Rival  then  profeft  } 

Gon.  Why,  was  our  Love  a Secret  cou’d  there  be 
Beauty  like  Mine,  and  Gallantry  like  His 
And  not  a mutual  Love  } juft  Nature  then 
Had  err’d  ; behold  that  Copy  of  Perfection, 

That  Youth  whole  Story  will  have  no  foul  Page 
But  where  it  fays  he  ftoopt  to  Regans  Arms : 

Which  yet  was  but  Compliance,  not  AfFeftion  5 . 

A Charity  to  begging,  ruin’d  Beauty  ! 

Reg.  Who  begg’d  when  Gonerill  writ  That  expofe  it  ' 

[Throws  her  a Let  ter 

And  let  it  be  your  Army’s  mirth,  as  ’twas 
This  charming  Youth’s  and  mine,  when  in  the  Bow’r 
He  breath’d  the  warmeft  ecftafies  of  Love, 

Then  panting  on  my  Breaft,  cry’d  matchlefs  Regan 
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That  GomrjU  and  Thou  (hou*d  e er  be  Kin  ! 

Gon,  Die,  Circe^  for  thy  Charms  are  at  an  End, 

Expire  before  my  Face,  and  let  me  fee 
How  well  that  boafted  Beauty  will  become 
Congealing  Blood  and  Death’s  convulfive  Pang?. 

Die  and  be  hu flat,  for  at  my  Tent  laft  Night 
Thou  drank’ft  thy  Bane,  amidft  thy  rev’ling  Bowls  : 

Ha  ! doft  thou  Smile  ? is  then  thy  Death  thy  Sport 
Or  ha?  the  triifty  Potion  made  thee  Mad  ? 

Reg.  Thou  com’ft  as  (hort  of  rne  in  thy  Revenge 
As  in  my  GloJIers  Love,  my  Jealoufie 
Infpir’d  me  to  prevent  thy  feeble  Malice 
And  Poifon  Thee  at  thy  own  Banquet. 

Go;f.  Ha! 

BjJi.  No  more,  my  Queens,  of  this  untimely  Strife, 

You  both  deferv’d  my  Love  and  both  pofleft  it. 

Come,  Souldiers,  bear  me  in  5 and  let 
Your  royal  Prefence  grace  my  laft  minutes  : 

Now,  Edgar^  thy  proud  Conquefl:  I forgive  5 
Who  wou  d not  choofe,  like  me,  to  yield  his  Breath 
T’have  Rival  Queens  contend  for  him  in  Death  } 

[Exetifjt. 

SCENE,  A Prifon. 

Lear  ajleep^  with  his  Head  on  Cordelia’/  Rap. 

Cord.  What  Toils,  thou  wretched  King,  haft  Thou  endur'd 
To  make  thee  draw,  in  Chains,  a Sleep  fofound.^ 

Thy  better  Angel  charm  thy  raviftit  Mind 
With  fancy’d  Freedom  5 Peace  is  us’d  to  lodge 
On  Cottage  Straw,  Thou  haft  the  Begger’s  Bed, 

ThereTore  ftiou’dft  have  the  Beggefs  carelefs  Thought. 

And  now,  my  Edgar ^ I remember  Thee, 

What  Fate  has  feiz’d  Thee  in  this  general  Wreck 
I know  not,  but  I know  thou  m^  be  wretched 
Becaufe  Cordelia  holds  Thee  Dear. 

O Gods ! a fuddain  Gloom  oer-wheiras  me,  and  the  Image 
Of  Death  o’er-fpreads  the  Place. — ha<  who  are  Thefe } • 

Enter 
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Captain  and  Officers  7x>ith  Cords. 

CapL  Now,  Sirs,  difpatch,  already  you  are  paid 
In  part,  the  beft  of  your  Reward  ’s  to  come. 

Lear.  Charge,  charge  upon  their  Flank,  their  laft  Wing 
haults  5 

PuQi,  pu(h  the  Battel,  and  the  Day’s  our  own. 

Their  Ranks  are  broke,  down,  down  with  Albany. 

Who  holds  my  Hands } — - O thou  deceiving  Sleep, 

I was  this  very  Minute  on  the  Chace  5 

And  now  a Prifoner  here — What  mean  the  Slaves  ? 

You  will  not  Murder  me  ? 

Cord.  Help  Earth  and  Heaven  ! 

For  your  Souls  lake’s,  dear  Sirs,  and  for  the  Gods. 

Offic.  No  Tears,  good  Lady,  no  pleading  againfl:  Gold  and 
Preferment  5 

Come,  Sirs,  make  ready  your  Cords. 

Cord.  You,  Sir,  I’ll  feize. 

You  have  a humane  Form,  and  if  no  Pray’rs 
Can  touch  your  Soul  to  fpare  a poor  Ring’s  Life, 

If  there  be  any  Thing  that  you  hold  dear. 

By  That  I beg  you  to  difpatch  me  Firfi:. 

Capt.  Comply  with  her  Reifueft,  difpatch  her  Firft. 

Lear.  Off  Hell-hounds,  by  the  Gods  I charge  you  fpare  her , , 
’Tis  my  Cordelia^  my  true  pious  Daughter  : 

No  Pity  } . — Nay  then  take  an  old  Man’s  Vengeance. 

Snatches  a Partisan  ^ and  Jirik^s  doxvn  two  of  them  the  refi 
quit  Cordelia,  and  turn  upon  htm.^  Enter  Edgar  and  Al- 
bany. 

Edg.  Death  ! Hell  ! Ye  Vultures  hold  your  impious  Hands,. 
Or  take  a fpeedier  Death  than  you  wou’d  give. 

Capt.  By  whole  Command  ? 

Edg.  Behold  the  Duke  your  Lord. 

Alb.  Guards,  feize  thole  Inftruments  of  Cruelty, 

Cord.  My  Edgar.^  Oh  ! 

Edg.  My  dear  Cordelia^  Lucky  was  the  Minute 
Of  our  Approach,  the  Gods  have  weigh’d  our  Suffrings  y 

W’are; 
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W’are  pafl:  the  Fire,  and  now  miift  fhine  to  Ages. 

Ger7t,  Look  here,  my  Lord,  fee  where  the  generous  King 
Has  flain  Two  of’em.  . - 

Leir,  Did  I not,  Fellow  ? 

I Ve  leen  the  Day,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchion  " . 

L cou"d  have  made*em  skip  5 I am  Old  now, 

And  thefe  vile  Croffes  fpoil  me  5 Oat  of  Breath  ! 

Fie,  Oh  ! quite  out  of  Breath  and  fpent. 

Alb.  Bring  in  old  FCe/;/,  and,  Edgar^  guide  you  hither 
Your  Father,  whom  you  faid  was  near, 

^ [_Ex.  Edgar. 

He  may  be  an  Ear-witne(s  at  the  leaft 
Of  our  Proceedings. 

[_  Kent  brought  in  here, 

Lear,  Who  are  you  } 

My  Eyes  are  none  o*  th*  beft,  1 11  tell  you  ftreight  5 
Oh  Albany!  Well,  Sir,  we  are  your  Captives, 

And  you  are  come  to  fee  Death  pafs  upon  us. 

Why  this  Delay  ? v—  or  is  k your  Highnefi  plealure 
To  give  us  firfl:  the  Torture  ? Say  ye  lb  ? 

Why  here  *s  old  Kent  and  I,  as  tough  a Pair 

As  eer  bore  Tyrant's  Stroke  : but  my  Cordelia^ 

My  poor  Cordelia  here,  O pitty  ! 

’ Alb,  Take  off  their  Chains  — ^Thou  injur'd  Majefty, 

The  Wheel  of  Fortune  now  has  made  her  Circle, 

' And  Blefiings  yet  Band  'twixt  thy  Grave  and  Tl^ee. 

Lear.  Com'ft  Thou,  inhumane  Lord,  to  Tooth  us  back 
To  a Fool's  Paradife  of  Hope,  to  make 
Our  Doom  more  wretched  ? go  too,  we  are  too  well 
Acquainted  with  Misfortune  to  be  gull’d 
With  Lying  Hope  5 No,  we  will  hope  no  more. 

Alb.  I have  a Tale  t'  unfold  (b  full  of  Wonder 
As  cannot  meet  an  eafy  Faith  5 
But  by  that  Royal  injur'd  Head  'tis  True. 

Kent.  What  wou'd  your  Highnels  ? 

Alb.  Know  the  noble  Edgar 
Impeacht  Lord  Edmund  fince  the  Fight,  of  Treafon, 

And  dar'd  him  for  the  Proof  to  fingle  Combat, 

In  which  the  Gods  confirm'd  his  Charge  by  Conqueft^ 

1 left  ev'n  now  the  Traytor  wounded  Mortally, 

Lear, 
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Lear.  And  whither  tends  this  Story  ? - 

Alb.  E’er  they  fought 

Lord  Edgar  gave  into  my  Hands  this  Paper, 

A blacker  Scrowl  of  Treafon,  and  of  Luft 
Than  can  be  found  in  the  Pvecords  of  Hell  5 
There,  Sacred  Sir,  behold  the  Charafter 
Of  Gor7eriU  the  worft  of  Daughters,  but 
More  Vicious  Wife. 

Cord.  Cou  d there  be  yet  Addition  to  their  Guilt  ? 

What  will  not  They  that  wrong  a Father  doe? 

Alb.  Since  then  my 'Injuries,  Le^r,  fall  in  with  Thine  : 

I have  refolvy  the  lame  Redrefi  for  Both. 

Ke^t.  What  lays  my  Lord  ? 

Cord.  Speak,  for  me  thought  I heard 
The  charming  Voice  of  a delcending  God. 

Alb.  The  Troops  by  Edmmd  rais’d,  I have  disbanded  5 
Thofe  that  remain  are  under  my  Command. 

What  Comfort  may  be  brought  to  cheer  your  Age  . 

And  heal  your  lavage  Wrongs,  (hall  be  apply ’d  5 
For  to  your  Majefty  we  do  Refign 
Your  Kingdom,  lave  what  Part  your  Self  conferr’d 
On  Us  in  Marriage. 

Ke^t.  Hear  you  that,  my  Liege  ? 

Cord.  Then  there  are  Gods,  and  Vertue  is  their  Care. 

Lear.  Is ’t  Poffible  ? 

Let  the  Spheres  flop  their  Courle,  the  Sun  make  Hault, 

The  Winds  be  hulht,  the  Seas  and  Fountains  Reft  5 
All  Nature  paule,  and  liften  to  the  Change. 

Where  is  my  my  Cajus  ^ 

Kent.  Here,  my  Liege. 

Lear.  Why  I have  News  that  will  recall  thy  Youth  5 
Ha  ! Didft  Thou  hear ’t,  or  did  th’  infpiring  Gods 
Whifper  to  me  Alone  ? Old  Lear  (hall  be 
A King  again. 

Kent.  The  Prince,  that  like  a God  has  Pow’r,  has  laid  it. 

. Lear.  Cordelia  then  (hall  be  a Queen,  mark  that : 

Cordelia  (hall  be  Qieen  5 Winds  catch  the  Sound 
And  bear  it  on  your  rofie  Wings  to  Heav’n. 

Cordelia  is  a Qiieen. 
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Re-enter  Edgar  with  Glofter. 

Alb,  Look,  Sir,  where  pious  Edgar  comes 
Leading  his  Eye-le(s  Father : O my  Liege  ! ■ 

His  wondrous  Story  will  deferve  your  Leifure  : 

What  He  has  done  and  fufFer^  for  your  Sake,  ^ 

What  for  the  Fair  Cordelias.  “ 

Gloji.  Where  is  my  Liege  ? Conduft  me  to  his  Knees  to 

hail  . 

His  fecond  Birth  of  Empire  5 my  dear  Edgar  ■ 

Has,  with  himfelf,  reveal’d  the  Kings  bleft  Reftauration.  j 

Lear.  My  poor  dark  Glojier  5 

Gloji.  O let  me  kifs  that  once  more  fceptred  Hand  ! 

Lear.  Hold,  Thou  miftak’ft  the  Majefty,  kneel  here  5 j 

Cordelia  has  our  Pow r,  Cordelias  Queen. 

Speak,  is  not  that  the  noble  SufFring  Edgar  .<? 

Gloji.  My  pious  Son,  more  dear  than  my  loft  Eyes. 

Lear.  I wrong’d  Him  too,  but  here’s  the  fair  Amends. 

Edg.  Your  leave,  my  Liege,  for  an  unwelcome  Meffage.  g 

Edmund  (but  that’s  a Triflle)  is  expir’d  5 
What  rnore  will  touch  you,  your  imperious  Daughters 
Gonerill  and  haughty  Regan^  both  are  Dead , 

Each  by  the  other  poifon’d  at  a Banquet  5 
This,  Dying,  they  confeft. 

Cord.  O fatal  Period  of  ill- govern’d  Life  ! 

Lear.  Ingratefull  as  they  were,  my  Heart  feels  yet 

A Pang  of  Nature  for  their  wretched  Fall  3 

But,  Edgar^  I defer  thy  Joys  too  long  : 

Thou  ferv’dft  diftreft  Cordelia  3 take  her  Crown’d  ; 

Th’ imperial  Grace  freOi  Blooming  on  her  Brow  3 
Nay,  Glojier^  Thou  haft  here  a Father’s  Rights 
Thy  helping  Hand  f heap  Bleffings  on  their  Head. 

Kent.  Old  Kent  throws  in  his  hearty  Wilhes  too. 

Edg,  The  Gods  and  You  too  largely  recompence 
What  I have  done  3 the  Gift  ftrikes  Merit  Dumb. 

Cord.  Nor  do  1 blufh  to  own  my  Self  o’er- paid 
For  all  my  SufFrings  paft. 

Gloji.  Now,  gentle  Gods,  give  Glojier  his  Difcharge 

Lear.  No,  Glojier^  Thou  haft  Bufinefs  yet  for  Life  3 

. Thou, 
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Thou,  Kent  and  I,  retir’d  to  fome  cool  Cell 
Will  gently  pals  our  Ihort  referves  of  Time 
In  calm  Refledions  on  our  Fortunes  paft. 

Cheer’d  with  relation  of  the  profperous  Reign 
Of  this  celeftial  Pair  5 Thus  our  Remains 
Shall  in  an  even  Courle  of  Thought  be  paft, 

Enjoy  the  prefent  Hour,  nor  fear  the  Laft. 

Edg.  Our  drooping  Country  now  erefts  her  Head, 

Peace  Ipreads  her  balmy  Wings,  and  Plenty  Blooms. 
Divine  Cordelia^  all  the  Gods  can  witnefs 
How  much  thy  Love  to  Empire  I prefer  ! 

Thy  bright  Example  ftiall  convince  the  World 
(Whatever  Storms  of  Fortune  are  decreed  ) 

That  Truth  and  Vertue  (hall  at  laft  liicceed. 

Ex,  0/a»es. 
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I NcofiJlancy^  the  reignwg  Sin  d th'  Age^ 

Will  fcarce  endure  true  Lovers  on  the  Stage  5 
Tou  hardly  evn  in  Plays  with  Juch  dijpenfe^ 

And  Poets  kill  'em  in  their  own  Defence, 

Yet  One  bold  Proof  1 was  refolv'd  to  give^ 

That  I coud  three  Hours  Con  fancy  Out- live, 

Tou  fear ^ perhaps^  whilfi  on  the  Stage  w are  made 
Such  Saints ^ we  (hall  indeed  take  up  the  Trader 

Sometimes  we  Threaten but  our  Vertue  may 

For  Truth  I fear  with  your  Pit-Valour  weigh  : 

For  ( not  to  flatter  either  ) I much  doubt 
When  We  are  off  the  Stage^  and  You  are  out 
We  are  not  quite  fo  Coy^  nor  You  Jb  Stout 

W ? talf  of  Nunnries but  to  be  (incere  f 

Whoever  lives  to  fee  us  Cloyflerd  There^  > 

May  hope  to  meet  our  Critiques  at  Tangier,  j 
For  Jhame  give  over  this  inglorious  Trade 
Of  worrying  Po'ets^  and  go  maule  tP  Alcade. 

Well ^nce  y are  All  for  bluflring  in  the  Pit^ 

This  Play  s Reviver  humbly  do  s admit 
Your  ab  s' lute  Powr  to  damn  hk  Part  of  it  ^ 

But  fill  fb  many  Mafler-Touches  fldine 
Of  that  vafl  Hand  that  firfl  laid  this  Defign^ 

That  in  great  Shakdpear'j’  Rights  He  V bold  to  fay 

If  you  lik^  nothing  you  have  feen  to  Day 

The  Play  your  Judgment  damns^  nA  you  the  Play, 


out,  \ 
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